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Commerce adieu, — I woo a sterner biide ; 
The fierce Bellona calls me to her side. 
Harsh is the mmdc of our marriage strain ! 
It rolls in thonder from Cnlloden plain ! 



The beanty is prond of tiie conquest she gains. 
And tile humblest of poets is prood of Us strains; 
Then iorgive me, if something like pride should be ndne. 
When I write out the couplet and measure the Une. 
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To the Highland Society of 
LONDON. 



Sons of Caledonia's Isles^ 

Bravest on the land and waves; — 
Yon massy rocks, the funeral piles. 

That rise above your father's graves. 



-L HE House of Stuam*, long, time on the wane, 
Their hopes all perisdi'd on Culloden plain; 
Where many a Highland yotith, in manly bloom, 
Beilona sent to tread the Stygian gloom;— 
She mounts her iron car, and at her wheels 
In vain the mother weeps, and children kneels; 
The bugle sounded, by her order blown, 
The martial summons on the winds was borne ; 
Through all the Isles the well known echo spread. 
And each bold chief his feudal tenants led, 
8till fondly thought, respect for Stuart's name, 
Would once more place them o'er the proud domain ; 
But James's flight, 'so fatal was the jrtain, 
That every effort fruitless^ prov'd arid vain. 
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The fierce LocUel, his vassal clan commauds, 
:: :\ Ad4 In^ tbf iliiiistrels call Lochaber's bands; 
I •* The'mm8*tfeVchanfed| In a \^>nfi^e strain, 
:/: vfFfife H^ng^ of. O^ian, to the niouutain swain, 
How their fore-fathwrs bloody fields bad won, 
Led on by Oscar, Ossian's tiavourite son, 
And how Fingal bad raised the nation's fame, 
By his fierce combats With the barbarous Dane, 
A savage horde of rambling thieves;', who made 
War like Algiers, plundering was tlieir trade ; 
They sung, how Malcolm led his warlike powers^ 
From Tay's green banks, to Alnwick's lofty towers; 
And how Kirkaldy, gain'd immortal fame, 
By his attachment fo the Stiiart name. — 
The Swain enrapjur^d, hears with fiei;ce delight, 
How Bruce and Wallace won the hardy f|ght, 
When Eng^nd's l^ons oft were forc'd to yield 
The palm of victory, in the hostile field; 
And how bold Douglas led his martial train 
To combat Percy m the Cheviot jdain ; 
Red drops o| bloo4 were sprinkl'd o'er the field. 
When ni^ht descendingf q[)freadber ample shield; 
Of all the heroes who went to Hbat bottrn» 
Few were the nmnher destin'd to retorn,. 
Discord idooe? of im the Demon traip, ^ 
Wav'd her red toreh ppop that direfii) p^in, 

)n mil4er Jtrwiay they cb^t a {daintive lay, 
The j^ disaiaters of th^t &tal day ; 
A day o'er wfucb jiumamty \joog moum'd« 
While Caledonia wept her youth iporn'ds 
I^odf did she mourp thdt hapieas, ^tal Uow, 
The field of Falikirk laid her glc^i^low, 
(4 i^p^OT'> inverted on a sable MeM^ 
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J>enoteH deep sforrow feU for FMkirk'sfietd.) 
The fiteld of Falkirk run with blood afoudd, 
So many valiant heroes press the ground ; 
Yon towering rocks their ^nowy hones still keep, 
And Caledonia o'er their ashes weep. — 

In loftier strains they ^hg' of that fam'd urn, 
Where rest the herd^s,^ klaili lit ^Bafanook-burn ; 
When victory gave to Valour so renowned, 
The wreath which late her warlike temples bound. 
The crested helmet, sword, and target shone. 
With spears and corslets, on the ind^nted'stone. 
Bright as the lustre of the Lunar beams, 
A golden eagle on the summit gleams; 
Around the um unfading laurels bloom, 
And wave eternal o'er the warrior's tomb. 
The lance of Bruce, in Caledonia's line. 
Bright conquest with her fiedrest wreathes entwine, 
The laws, their freedom, atid their other's urns, 
In whose defence, encli manly bosom burns ; 
In whose defence, the' royal standard borne. 
Displayed a nidmnce Gke the summer morn ; 
Its ample fcrids expanding to tiie day, 
Inspires the soldier on ids rugged way. 
Emboss'd ui gold, the Lkm proudly shone. 
And wav*d responaivo to the woimd^ moan ; 
He seem'd to shake the dew drops froAi his mane, 
And spurn ind^fniaitai opjpreMion'd Aain^ 
' Twas tiiat lam'd slaa^urd whlofal>old Osolur bwre 
For Caledonia, oti leme's diofe; 
' Twas Frngia's'steodaffil, imikih tbt nOsid TMnm, 
Had wav'd in ^tjmfbi o'er ttieiimidiiigrDiaifif ( 
Which often ^'er ifae Higmbd <3tarlHid fauig, 
And thr^Mgh the fee dismay wd iMrnir flcmg. 
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In lofty strains, they tang of Flodden field, 
Fierce was the conflict with the sword and shield. 
From Inverary to the banks of Tweed, 
Tlie Scottish youth throng'd to that hostile mead. 
The flower of Caledonia there was seen, 
Her warlike vassals covered Flodden's green. 
Eager to add fresh laurels to their fame. 
And prove them worthy of their fcUher* .s name ; 
hi full brigades, and rang'd in martial form. 
They rush'd down Flodden like the northern storm. 
Then form'd the line with close compacted wheel. 
That line bright gleaming with the warrior's steel ; 
Their right thrown back upon a rising mound, 
To spear and bowmen gave the 'vantage ground. 
A daring chief led on each hardy Clan, 
Lochaber's axes glittering in their van; 
While the seven listers voMisjd the concave ring. 
With thundering bullets, borne on fiery win^s. 

Far to the left, were form'd a daring band. 
The fierce Moss Troopers, from the border land ; 
They charg'd like lightning on the English right, 
And quickly put the adverse wing to fli^ ; 
Plac'd in the Orkney Isles, they would have been 
As bold young rovers as the Ides have seen. 
The minstrels sung the errors of that day. 
How Home and Huntl^s bordeirers went astray, 
Intent on plunder, while the English bring 
Their well form'd oolunma to attack the King ; 
Inured to plunder from their earlfest years. 
Moss Trocars life» a life of hopes ajld- fears; 
They rush'd' to cbmbat, like the Arab'#ild, 
To wield the sword, each fetfael* taught .his child : 
When girt with dMigen^witfa'apofi^erfiil irim» ' 
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To guard his life, perchance elude all harm. 

Through all the left wing, wild disorders reign, 
They leare the right, and centre on the plain ; 
Assail'd on every side, they brave the storm, 
The line wheels back, condens'd in oval form ; 
Prepares on every side to fkce the war, 
While grim destruction threatens from afar. 
At every point the front rank couch their spears^ 
And in the centre, stands the Scottish Peers; 
Here fell the chieftains, Lennox and Argyle, 
Fore-doom^d hyfaie to swell the carnage pile; 
Like them, their dauntless men maintain the field. 
And hearts are pierc'd, unknovnng how to yield. 
The flower of Scotland's chiefe were rang'd around, 
A nobler phalanx never trod the ground; 
Firmly resolv'd to conquer or to fall. 
They stand the centre, and the soul of all. 
Unmov'd and silent, the whole war they wait. 
Serenely dreadful, and as fix'd as fete ! 
None stoop'd a thought to base inglorious flight. 
But horse to horse, and man to man they fight; 
The firm compacted orb still keeps their ground. 
The crouded centre, with the chiiefe abound. 

The Queen, from fiir, the scene of death descries. 
And drinks large slaughter at her piercing eyes; 
She seem'd to say, — ^** Why from the hostile foe, 
<< Why does King James's chariot move so slow? 
<' Why do his foaming steeds so slow sustain 
<< His glowing axles, from the eusanguin'd plain? 
<* Have they not sped ? does not each warrior share 
« The beauteous spoils of England's captive feir; 
*^ Spoils which Nbrthumbria's captive cities yield, 
'' Fit for the conquering heroes of the field ? " 
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Vain hope! — the King no more shall meet thine eyes. 

Borne down Iqr numbers, with the dead he lies ! 

'Twas James's finte, to fidl upon that fimn. 

His last sad p^ianee farafaiher dam ; 

In vain his country thought he left the strand, 

A {Hous Pilgrim to the Holy Land, 

To Tisit Calvary in saintly garb. 

Not like a warriwr on his fiery barb; 

To Palestine, where noUe Barons led 

Their hardy vasials, for the Faith they bled. 

Unto the Holy Sepulchre they mn. 

As did the Permns to the rising son. 

Mistaken zeal \ to leave their native land. 

To eomfaat Sakdin on Rama's stmnd ! 

On Syria's Pblns the Uoody Cross diq^y. 

That Cross which cheers the Pilgrim's loiiriy way; 

That CrosB for which he braves tiie foaming w^ves. 

And dares the vengeance o( Mahomet's slaves. 

Redemption's banner throws a lustre roond 

The sacred rdios, on that hallowed ground. 

Vain hope ! while years on years roll'd away. 

The Royal I%rim oame not itoce that day. 

Alas! what numbers fiite then doom*d to Ueed, 

By war's sad ehanoe on Flodd^'s hostile mead! 

The spirits of their fiithere, from tile tombt 

Unheeded wam'd them of thdr Ihtal doom. 

Pale spectres from ftt tom h s were flMn to rise, 

And qntekly vaniA wMbfofdiodilig eriss! 

Shaded wH}i blood the m«on appeared that ttight, 

A nd awful vkions did the peofde fHght ! 

Fierce shouts were bmrd from southern skies i^. 

Of hostile armJes rnshpig te the wur ; 

Then hi a m<meiM Aery ootamnp rtse» 
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From which dej[)l6y*d two lines along the skies. 
Sometimes, oblique, they quickly cihafag'd ilieilr form, 
And, rolling ohWard, bravM the iron stoirm, 

fidth iarmies now m azure 6^1&s are seen, 
Nor fer the distance blf <iie space between ;— - 
In airy circles, horsemen setem^d to wheel 
And charge impettious with the darning steel! 
Quick evolutions how impel their iforce. 
While man to iriah they rush, and horse to horse r 
It was j^ prelude to that fatal indrn, 
When the fond mother mourned her eldest born. 
W^p CatedohtiBi o'er thy brave sons slain. 
Weep o'er thy mbuhtaih plumes trod to the plain ! 
Weep o'er the heroes, o'er th^ir lonely grave, 
Their dbttbtry*s tears are due the fallen brave : 
Methinks I s6e, around their mouldering tomb 
The bloominj^ hecUher shed its wild perfume ; 
The lairk their requiem Qings, and all around 
The moiintuh daisy decks the hallowed ground. . 

To (xleiiooe's gory scene the minstrel turns, 
And all his country in his bosom burns ; 
Engrav'd oh adaniaot that deed appears^ . 
Eternal taldet, hot effaced by years. 
That horrid deed, recalled to every mind. 
Rouses the valour of the mountain hind ; 
And then reminds them of the crimen flood, 
Which in Fifl^^ had flowed of Scottish blood. 

With caution let the Mu^ essay her Sight, 
CuUoden mtitV now rises to my^ight; 
The shriU pipes sounding in their loftiest str^n, 
LochabeFs tiarling npw has cross'd the main : 
« At length triumphant " on his standard borne. 
Eve oft retiites the flattering hope of morn. 

B 
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He corned to Caledonia's kindred plain. 

Where generous pity flows in every vein.— »- 

On Greorge's side the Grants and Campbells drew 

Their Highland dirks, and wav'd their bonnets blue ; 

The Rosses too engaged in the same cause, 

A prudent foresight to support the laws ; 

All arm'd for war, but kept on their own ground, 

M c. Kenzies, Donalds, and St. Clairs abound ; 

Their hearts were well affected to the cause. 

But wary caution whisper*d " keep from blotts." 

Another victory, equal Preston Pans, 

Had brought the wavering chieftans with their elans; 

His hardy followers Tullibardine brings, 

Fam'd for attachment to the Scottish Kings. 

Kilmarnock, Drummond, and the Gordons came, 

With Lewis Gordon, of redoubted fame ; 

Glengary and Clanronald braves the war. 

Where the bold soldier wins bright honor's scar ; 

And, with his mountain clan, tte noble Thane, 

Lord Elcho, came, since Charles cross'd the main. 

With Balmerino, came a daring band, 

A chief, by nature form'd for high conmiand; 

While fierce in arms, the Fraser vassal brings 

A heart devoted to the Stuart Kings ; 

High on his mettled charger Fraser came. 

Sprung frojm a noble line well known to fame. 

From Faroline, to Charles Stuart's aid ; 

His father's vassals the young chieftan led. 

The wary Lovat, long was kept in awe, 

Till victory smiling jbrought the Royals low ; * 

Soon as* he learnt that Preston Pans was won. 

He sent his vassals with his eldest son. 

At Preston, Falkirk, and Strathbogie*s bourn. 
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The Stuart triumphs, and the Royals mourn. 

At Clifton moor her laurel victory waves, 

That daring stand the Highland army saves ; 

The rear guard, eompos'd of hardy clans, 

Led on by Elcho, Murray, and Sullivan, 

More than a match for English horse were fotuid. 

And many a gallant trooper press'd the ground ; 

Six hundred Frasers, Lovat sent along, 

No elan more daring in the hostile throng. 

Excepting still the Cameronian handj 

O'er which Lochaber*8 chief held the command. 

Among the brave, the bravest still was he, 

And at CuUoden loath he was to flee. 

Of warlike ehie&, who led their native bands. 

Pre-eminent among them Lochiel stands. 

From Athol braes, the hardy herdsman comes. 

And leaves his fleecy charge for wars loud drums. 

Ah ! ally swain 1 to follow wars alarms. 

Say what has diepherd^s life to do with arms ? 

From Inverary's drear and bleak abode. 
They to Culloden took the fatal road ; 
Here oft the sullen sky is overcast 
And summer shrinks, beneath tiie northern blast; 
A wintry blast, which, arm'd with hail and rahi, 
Beats unrelenting on the Highland swain ; 
No flowers embalm the air, but one White Rose, 
Which, on the tenth of June, for Stuart blows ; 
In this rude clime mirth tries his sportive power. 
And laughing humour speeds the fleeting hour. 

His numntain clan, Cromartie now commands 
To leave the Isles, and join the gathering bands. 
From each bleak hill, and each romantic glen, 
Perth ^nd Ogil vy brought their Highland men ; 
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With broad swords ftuniB^ ib tte eafaMEtPd lkie»^ 

Mc. Lieans, Me. Gregers^ and ihe Cam'romifllAftB; 

Mc. Leodsx Me* PhsrsoBs, Me. IntMih^ and Stxwrta» 

All proved that day tiney weie not spmngfiNMneawatds.. 

A lofty plume wav'd oaeaehl^eiuiet blHe, 

The warbkefeatiier of a sable hue. 

First ii^ ihefigth(t Loehaber's sona were seen^ 

The Cam'ron clan wiih skku^^itor sfunead ik& gieeo,^ 

Then flash'd the fitnt, and UasM the mlfeyhig flame. 

And the smoke rose betwieett liiein and tllMP^ aim. 

To the fieice combat, ted by yeirf Looyri> 

Loud peal'd theskot^ like l^^mkig^ fladk'4 the stoL 

The Highland chiefe, amid the dfare akraa^ 

Lead on tbeir vassals te Iredi deedft ^ mnaift ;^^ 

Each piercing ej^liie ^beadfid field surv/^dv 

To feintiiigsquadroBaseiit tiie Beady aid; 

But vui& theiir ^Sot^ on the tented field 

Their feudal banners ftits deoteea la yiekL 

One effort more, to rout tlio adveraa l^os^ 

Highlanders form,— ^^faarge^^waiMrr-^raHi m loetl . 

What scenes of daughter m yon field ftpfoar» 
The dead we mourn, and for the livmg hex ; 
With Qieek-eyed pity, mercy fted the pkm. 
Their tender care the wounded sooghtm ¥ain» 
Death reign'd trhHnphaat on Colloden fidd» 
Till night descendm^ spread h^ moofiy sluMsi; 
Till night deseendkig, fiMin^^the viotor^s hmid 
Releasfd tiiereliekao^ the GasHio band. 
Here Caledonia, many a sofa&r mourn, 
In yam their dames shaU isait their safe fetom^;: 
Mangled and lifeleas from the c(»abat boine. 
Eve noifv: refutes ibepromia'd hope of modV 
Far as pale fear c<mld throw her ti:embl]|ig ey^ 
The country round, one general ruin lie ; 
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Far as thetjw tfHil4 fQ«e}tk lK]^«1^19«fti9CH»» 
Stern de9olatiQiii«ttvilg94iilll ttl^^^iQMi, 
Gave an nnbouncM tMm iet fmSfium tagi. 

Bids steel-clad valonr chase that dove-like bride. 
Enfeebling mercy from his awihl side, 
Where long she sat, and cfaeckM tbe ardent reitr, 
As whirl'd his chariot o'er the embattfed pfadir ; 
Then, in her place, bids vengeance mount th# car. 
And glut with gore the insatiate sons of wan 

See ! see ! yon mangled corse ! yon manly form ! 
Must glut the riot of th^ fgj^e^^, ^QTO r 
No splendid to«3ab r«c«ym tji^ fleeting; bi:i?atb»r 
Deaf to entreaty is the^ WC o( 4^0,;. 
For them no mpre, the bj$i?iijj^ im^^ §l^U„burn, 
No children run to lisp their sires return ; 
The day, that to the shades the father sends, 
Robs the sad orphan q£ 1mM»^^^aad»i \ : l 

Boyd and LcffdHkdiO0tilii||tod:ttodd^ 
They fled relliotaat,x»rei?dbfilHiMj wiAb gnitf, . 
On Lovat eatf, <iwirfegtiMMiifctl>«it»^ j 
At parting, Charles mhigled tears with wine. 
The Clans dispers'd, — ^hb bravest fmnds laid low, 
AUhop68O#emplf0^v«iiWi^il9^fli»Jldnip.H^ i 
Embrace ag«li»,igyaottal^ h^tomt WHU i m eLh . 
Nor stain your < oouol^ wdth^ta^rUliltetiisigoK^! 



STANZAS. 

Andfn^e^^m^s^ cA^i^vqici^ I hew 
R(^i}ftd u if •'^c Urn Wfff^ 4miit* 
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Yonder prowb the wolves of carnage, 
On their way from Turkey land 

To the .gallant Gfwii^ nation; — ^ 
Blood has stain'd tiie hostile strand. 



Like A band of lawless robbers, 
Seize the freeman's leg^ right; 

Urge your slaves, by false pretences. 
Call your myriads to the fight. 



Then a patriot band of freemen, 
Waving high the flaming brand. 

Will repel the fierce invaders. 
Hurl them headlong from the land. 



European despots threaten Spain 
With Gallie legions to o'er ran. 

The. Goths and Vandals may be foU'd, 
And Spaniard* snitteon victory's son. 



Let Gteect and Spain gird on the sword. 
And bend»agidn the dnensng bow ; 

And. figfirt^as late your fiithem did. 
And lay the fierce invaders low. 



E'en shotdd ^e Turk and Gallic daves, 
Like lo^niste, ffarough your country swarm ; 

Yet mighty is the freeman's sword j 
And wingM with deeth his warrior's arm. 
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Swear by yomr &tbef 'a sMMPed shades, 
To burst the despof s gilliag ohahis ; 

Or else in freedom's ranks to fidl. 
And drain yoar life's bkMid from yonr veins. 



Oh ! may it be the despofs fi&te, 
Baffl'd and beaten to retire ; . 

To mourn their &me in battle lost. 
And droop o'er glory's faded fire! 



To the Rt. Hon. George Gordon Byron^ 
LORD BYRON. 



To thee more dear are Scotia's hills of snow. 
Than aU the riohes that m Clnli ^w. 



Ah! there my young footsteps in infancy wander'd. 
My cap was the bonnet, my cloak was the plaid; 

On chie^ans long perish'dmy memory pondered, 
jkA daily I strode through Uie pine-cover'd glade. 

Shades of the dead ! hare I notheard your voioes 
Rise on the night-roUingrbreath of the gjsle ? 

Stti*ely the soul of the hero rejoices. 
And rides on the wind o'er las own Highland yale, 

Btron. 
■ ■ ■ . .1 l o e oj 'i ' ■ 

HAIL Byrqn ! mighty maitter of the lay ! 
Thy song majestic, yet serenely gay ; 
Thy verae, like summer which the fields repew. 
Still laughs and glitters like the summer dew ; 
Thy Eastern Tales display their varied obsorm^ 
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WMe ChiMMiaUM^miliiilf cUtf im 
With hisMbilarev^ ite CttoMui feirlM bmves 
The surge and ItoibpM oa ih€ fbuaUg Wftir^^ ; 
Ftf in tte Vm jeJt]^Mie» to i^pfM i mH) 
His Uood-red signal floats upon the gale. — 

In milder strains thy tnn^l ^barp had sang* 
And softer aeeehts wouiil have grac'd thy tongue, 
Hadst thou but kriown the chief q( mtcaim^s Isle, 
Young Chrtstatn^ idctim to a lyrant^s ^ile ; 
His heart was open, generouis, and humane, 
His was a heart that felt for other's pain ; 
Tet quick of spirit, as the electric beam 
When from the, dopds its darting lightnings gleam. 

1%e j^rlei^ diOAdeld ^f the sduth^fn tsl^ 
With all their loves, tivBir grafOB^ and their smiles, 
On each fond youth her soft artillery tries. 
Aims her light smile, and rolls her frolic eyes ; 
The magic of hor radiant ^yts now kids 
Theenamour'd sea-boy to tiie flowery meads ; 
Witih liberd hand h^lr choice ffuit she bring;s, 
And 1m4» the wandeieiiftto tiM fipeshest spriligs: 
Each mom she drowns Mdi wRh tito fidfe^t flowers. 
At eve Am hads Un t6 tfa^ wi^- Vlnpkn towers ; 
With conrteomt tnttiintm, by datii<^ natuire taught. 
No wealth was wanted) aa4 nalovewttatougbti 
«« Let waalthH-let honour— wait the wedded dame, 
<< August her deed, and sMf^ befaer&me ; 
<< Before true passion, all these views remove, 
'< Fame, wealib^ and hondut^, ^hat ktHydtkib bVte! f '^ 
No wonder, that vc^jitndtis beckttty, waim 
In yonOi) aftd ^veiy gntt«« ibai tiiftti ean diarm, 
No wond^; tte MA Mtvage tb her 06^^, 
With Af jUd dinrMei, lur'd tbetn froih tile wav# ; 



Where nmnmer y^r84^^3UIn,mer wooiieQ swte ; 
Nearer the m^^ h^t%bt orb^ iOie ^eAW fi^ 
More fiercely burns^ emihets the yQ»tig<de«re. 

Such wkmii^aoftaefls Aef bad Aev»r fieeii« 
As when ypung Neuba 4fiac'd HfMm 4he .gnacoi ; 
She was the pride .of aU tbe ^utherii Idea, 
Another Venus wHh her waikUNt SBfldlea. 
What youth un^Kkr'd could ^ew her maitchlew eharBM^ 
When in the daaee i^ i^peead tiie aofieat anaps ? 
The richest sweets her swlurthy :brei»t perfom'd. 
And round her beow a roseate garland bloosi'd ; 
Blushes that rose upon ber «i;isarthy cheek, 
'Twas nature's litngpage, and cUd all but qieak 
Heart on her lips, and sotd wHhin her eyes, 
Soft as her clime, and sunny as her skies. 
Her lips like coral i^dening Ibrough the ware, 
Which draws the 'dmr 4o thecrimson cave ; 
Not like the polidi'd, cold European dame, 
She met her lover with a fiercer flame ; 
With no a^tef ous whii^r, to alloy 
Her duty, and ber. glory, and her joy; 
Nor waitstfor Hymen's torcbl'to light the fiare. 
Lore wants no contouitto the young demre. 
The lo^y Siteo smiling in bis arms^ 
Sweet is the magic <yf her powerM cbarms^; 
Kind as the Honris, whidi the Moslem dreams 
Will meet bis Sj^t at the living streams. 
With Mecca's holy P^ropbettiiQFe to dwell, 
Safe from the toiments of tbe Christian bell; 
To aU the UikM AUa^s^oid is given, 
To be wHh bim^tai^nally in heaven. 
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^ The grores of Eden, vaniflh'd now so long, 
^* Are here in splendour, and look green in song ; ** 
Where nature, from her overflowing horn. 
Provides with plenty all the southern zone. 
Here the rich cocoa and the bread firnit grow. 
Here cooling breeies on the plantam blow ; 
Here all around a smiling offspring rise. 
Straight as the poplar under genial skies ; 
With no unhealthy labour, for to bring 
The ^ckly cheek and the enfeeUed limb. 
Robust and vigorous, in that happy scene, 
Thdr youth is hardy, and their old age gre^i ; 
Piimeval innocence with no aUoy, 
No crafty serpent to disturb their joy ; 
No wily tempter here, for to deceive 
The unsuspecting ear of the fidr Eve. 
Voluptuous females of a world as pure, 
From nature, lovely, warm, and premature ! 
On those s^eet Isles I gaze, as Moslems look 
To the blest Islfmds of their. Prophet's book ;^ 
And oft I dream, ('tis fistncy's magte spell,) 
Another Adam in this Eden dwell ; 
And oft 1 dream the valleys laugh and sing. 
In this young Eden, this eternal spring ; 
Where blooming damsels the green olive wave. 
To welcome wanderers to their mossy cave. 

Not always in the lists of life belong , . 

The palm of victory to the swift and strong ; 
A power beyond the span of human souls. 
The wisest plans of erring mau. controuls : 
Oft in the bright serene of youthful days, 
Unseen, the demon of destruction plays. 
Let every Muse then wr^th for Christian's brow 
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The moarnfU cypress with theiaurel bough ; 
Fate's blackest clouds were gathered o'er his head» 
And bursting now, they mix him with the dead. 
How often have I Imig'd for some gteen spot. 
Where not remembering, and remember'd not, 
This beating heart might find a grassy dirine^ 
And deep unnoticed in a shade like thine.. 
Long years, that join the mig^y with the weak, 
Have dimm'd the flush upon my faded cheek, 
And many a dew, and many a noxious damp, 
The daily lab<mr, and the nightly lamp 
Have reft away, for ever r^ from him: 
The cheering accent, and the active limb ; 
While in my evening path a cloud appears, 
A gloomy prospect for detdining years ! 
Hope thou hast told me lies from day to day. 
And sometimes led me thrc^igfa a thorny way, 
Where dulness still the un^iceessful blames. 
And calumny withindus^y defames. 
Tet to the world I scruple not to speak, 
Conscious of &iling8 where I know Fm weak, 
To whom adversity, her frown severe, 
Too often sells expelrience oter dear. 
Hard-hearted caution, in my open br^i 
Ne'er came for refugie, i^ver was a guest ; 
Hence oft to crafty knaves and fools a prey$ 
No match for either in his selfish way .-^ 

Cease to oomplain ! no more desponding moans ! 
Remember BuTLmi, Otway, andCAAiOBNs! 
Drydsn and BlooimfibIiD; Chatterton, tho' young, 
His plaintive harp now long hath lain uncitruDg; 
By fate enwrapt in horror's deepest g^oom^ 
The tunefol sisters hoy^ o'er his tomb. 
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Sweet Hi the 9peti^Vif^m(m Kibkb Wiim 

But deitb ratiidcw ^meteh'd tbe Ukmbent ftune ; 

Declining: iMdtb, wUb pOterty, oombln'd 

To damp tbe vigour of hi» nttatily n^nd ; 

Tet, toOieldit^ iUtt {denting wbs tbe faqr, 

Mildai theliiftr^ of the mornfaig ray. 

Even Burns, tb^ playM B«rd, rengn'd the lyre. 
When melanohdly prospects damp'd his fire ; 
In the gay mom of life he sweetly sung, 
The hills and yalleys with his mnsic rung ! 
Short was the spaa of life asrign^ to Bitrhs, 
Too soon &te call'd him to Us &tber's urns. 

Whatever share of human ills be tbbie. 
Bear it with rerignation, nor repine: 
Safe in the hollow of Jehovah's hand^ 
Content to &U fay whom alone I stand ; 
Yet still this bosmn with my country swells. 
No time allays it, and no sorrow quells ; 
In freedom's sacred cause the pen I wieM, 
Nor fear the boldest hi the wordy field ; 
Then let the mighty frown, the proud JUsdain 
The humble effb rt» of the village swain. 
Approving consdence still directs his ahn, 
Through honour's channel to the port of fema. 
Let Btron's Muse Herculean labours dare. 
And wage with freedom's foes eternal war ; 
The several tribes, their nmoerous titles view. 
And fear no censure, where the feet is true ; 
Then I will ftdlow, where thou bravely leads, 
Through tanked forests, or through flowery meads ; 
I'll brave the tempest in its dbest form, 
Nor heed the pelting of the ra^ng storm : 
Even should the Laorsatb chMge with all bis m^t, 
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I would natdmn bimin tbe imeiqfiial iSgbt ; 

He soon should find my bow was not unstrung. 

Nor yet my qniver negligently hung. 

When through his seven fold shield I sped tiie dart, 

Which, wing'd by fireedom, reach'd the Apostate's heart- 

I envy not the Laureate's splendid chains 9 

Light is the burden of my humble pains ; 

Few are the wants which ample nature bring, 

She asks no beverage but the crystal spring* 

In splendid mandons let the mighty reign. 

Their lofty halls o'er look the flow'ry plain ; 

For costly viands range through evety clime. 

And press the vintage from ibe swelling vine ; 

Resplendent bondage no regard can bring, 

A Byron's heart should dignify the spring : 

Let canting critics fling the venom'd dart. 

Thy Vision stings the reptiles to the heart ; 

They spit their venom while they crawl along, 

Like serpents wounded by the cutting thong : 

In it 1 read the workings of a soul, 

That scorns to flatter, great, beyond controul. 

Ah ! how unlike yon Mien star, that Hes 

In sombre darkness under Cumbrian skies! 

Ah! gone for ever are the happy hours. 

When he with freedom rang'd yon verdant bowieiv. 

Late as I roam'd, intent on nature's charms, 
And leaning where yon oak expands its arms» 
I read the Vision o( the &llen chief, 
I read tiuU Vision with profonndest grief; 
In it I saw no more the lambent flfune. 
That plac'd the Bard upon the ndl of fiime : 
Of all the creeping things that ere was seen. 
It is the basest, meanest of ibe mean ; 
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A creeping reptile, bred at mammon^s shrine 

With not one spark of origin divine. 

Too ask what makes all doubtful notions clear ? 

Perhaps about two hundred pounds a year. 

What makes that fidse which was prov'd true before ? 

Perhaps my friend about ivoo hundred more. 

A wreath of cypress now his brow adorn ; 

Ah ! how unlik« the rosy tints of morn ! 

What is he now ? the pensioned puny thing 

0*er which Lord Byron flaps b^ eagle wing. 

Adonis brings his £ujrest wreath for thee> 

For thee the Muses hold a Haram key ; 

To softest strains they tune thy airy lyre, 

The loves and graces sweep the trembling vtdre ; 

Thou, Sultan like, in the Seraglio stands. 

Where blooming damsels wait on love's commands; 

The young desires every bar remove, 

Imperial grandeur bends to conquering love : 

For thee the Houris wave their kerchle& green, 

The fav'rite minstrel of love's smiling queen. 

When nulrs'd by Venus in her roseate bower. 

She strew'd thy couch with every fragrant flower; 

Her sportive nymphs, that gambol o'er the lawn. 

Still cuU'd the sweetest at the morning dawn ; 

The bending cowslip of a golden hue. 

The silver snow drop, and the vi'let blue ; 

Thick new bom violets a soft carpet spread. 

And the pale primrose deck'd thy in&nt bed. 

For thee, in early youth, the Muses wove 

A wreath of laurel in the Idalian grove ; 

With watchAil fondness o'er thy cradle hung. 

And tun'd each accent to thy lisping tongue! 

The brklf of Abydo9> thou swieetly angsy 
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No Tillage minstrel, at the tun^fbl strings : 
Again to manly strains t^y harp is strung. 
Firm are the accents of young Selira*s tongue i 
Bold as the pirate Conrad in the gale, 
When through the glass he spies the distant sail, 
Then bids the blood-red pennon ware on high« 
Each voice re-echos " conquer nowy or die. ** 

In keen Don Jwm^ thy satiiid pen 
Displays the follies of great liiUe men. 
Fierce as the young Giaour, thou brares the fighty 
And stern Reviewers crouch beneath thy might 
With comments heavy as their leaden brainS) 
Sharp is the combat which these wnatpB maintains, 
'Bout nouns and pronouns, just to hear them talk, 
You'd think them leam'd, — believe me, — aU a Joke. 
They are the dull disciples of a school. 
Long since exploded by poetic rule ; 
Indifferent to such censors, wrong or right, 
Swiss champions for a living they must fight. 
Ill natur'd comments may a while prevaO, 
<< Elach country book club bows the knee to Baal; *' 
They bend the knee with reverential awe. 
Revere as Gospel the Reviewers' law ; 
They still extol the golden calf of power, 
The idle pageant of the passing hour. 
«< Nipped in the bud by Caledonian gales 
<< The blossoms wither as the blast prevails. " 

In lofty strains thou sung of Alva's hall. 
Where Angus mourn'd his first born early &!!» 
To Alva's hall Glenalvon's daughter came, 
No love for Oscar had the blue eyed dame ; 
The wing'd arrow, fi om a brother's bow. 
And barb'd by Mora, laid s(0ung Oscar lew : 
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Long time ^ Angus &ar hit iiv'Tite moimi. 
And long be .hc^d U« dariing woald Teinrn ; 
Then gives t^fmsent^tbal MoradiaUbeled 
To Hymen's alter, a&d to Allan'slDed ; 
He thought tiist Osear from some i^oving band 
Had met his fitte, not by « brother'^ hand. 
Then at 1i»>miptiribaQqmt fivst isiMen 
The shade of 08oar9inlABiartangF6en; 
The gory plume itfiot wav^d nqpon his lneaA, 
A toitdi &imr«Kl (for tile bridfd bed^ 
With iroioeJimd as the bursting of Aestoraiy 
<< Th€U is p^mnmdener! '' lihri^sagastlyifbrm!! 
No Bard;libeilffie<oould ^hraw that^awinl seene. 
Not soaring-Soutiiey^s equal to the theme ; 
Great are3iis poiwera, but not to him belong 
The loftiest numbers of fthe piflidi'd song ; 
Though great his powers, tiiey are not.ecpial iiiine ; 
For thee the Muses keep their riohest mine; 
A match jfor Walter, on his pranoing roan, 
<< The goldentorested, hau^ty Marmion. '' 



STANZAS. 

TO CAPTAIN B^,,^T, 
On the death "(^1^9 Son^ u^ko ^Uedt^ Jamaica. 

Fain would the Muse jQfford some Mnd relief. 
To calm the sorrows.of parentell gri^f ; 
But, ah ! where can the beallng'bdm be^fbund f 
The (ramr so tendmr^jind sc^dec^ the-wDond 



&aofi* loMy sd^li^ tecaffii icr vtAnA " - 
The youth wTito oWtti ydh lowly idd t 
O'er the gteen wiWthe tf^ & bd^ndv 



He oofne^ nbt fi^bnA ydi tftfe&iiil feotuf ti ; 

Lam^r^tied^ybi^ no ^6i^ Ilfbere 
Thy oteerfol voider wfiteii often chairm'4) 

No more mm^ gr6Mttiy4ojigfihgei^. 



Gone for eret arie ^ »cSeii^ 

Of his youthfiiU happyhdnri; 
Still to hfan {6tiA xoein^Tf tdrns^ 
Aiidf streii^ his gfriite wH& fiiiriest ddweri. 

His £9^1 ^iier^el^llbal^ on the g^a ; 

Te Western breezes g^tly blow^ 
And waft Akt accent to my ear> 

From him, #!A>m death has no# laid low. 



Fond oftjiict of paMhtat 'ttbpe ; 

What l6ol» of rajpterb pu^id between ! 
Here let mb' Wipe the ftUing tear,~ 

Bnt why i^bi^ ^ parthig ic^ 



Row maii^ iii the bldiMn of ybnth, 
Aiid tfpMli ta^h, gd fo that bbort, 

Uf feoj^ a conrpetence to gahi ; 
i^Waie^bsiiiiitiberwhoMtah^: ' 
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RMr'd imder bleak and doody ikies, 
A baming san unnenree the frame; 

That iffid region ill agrees 
With natlTes from the Combrian plain. 



With actiTestiength.be was endow'd, 
And with nerve superior strong. 

Which promis'd many a happy day, 
A flattering prospect for the young. 



Not always, in the lists of life. 

Do wreaths of conquest crown the strong ; 
The demon of destruction lowers. 

And like tlie torrent, pours along. 



I kaew a youths his pulse beat high; 

At glory's call he crosi^d the wave. 
And long'd his manly arm to try . 

Jn fields of feme among tlie brave. 



fiot ruthless fete denied the boon ; 

That tongue whose accent wasso sweety 
That eye which mice serenely shone^ 

ThM npble heart hath cea^'dto beat. 



The burning fever's rapid flame, . 

Ah! quickly stpjp'd his rosy breath! 
Gay dr^uns of youth where are ^ou now ? 

AU vani^ 9^ the approach of d^tb. 
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*< No more bis heart its life retaineth, 
StBl does mine, though bleeding> beat ; 

And the undying thought which paineth, 
Is^ that we no more shall meet'' 



^aiPIPdXD SAHIB. 



To the Rt. Hon. George o'Brien Wyndham, 

EARL OF EGREMONT, 

And BARON of COCKEBMOUTH. 



Has thoa, thongh. suckled at fair freedom's breast. 
Exported slavery to the conquered East, 
Pulled down tl^e tyrants, Imlia aery'd with dread; 
And raised thyself a greater in their stead ? 
Gone thil^er arm'd and hungry, retum'd full, 
Fed from the richest ve^s of the mogul. 

COWPBB. 



TON splendid turban, glittering like the 8tard> 
Bespeaks^ eMeftaln skilFd in furious wars; 
Where Ganges pours its Waters to the maiU) — 
No Prince more d^hlgtrod Indostan'S plain : 
ForUd to drhik'of Lethe's magic wave, 
And droTe% l^ermesfrom the peaceful grave, 
Oblivion'rdraoght, mcwre grateful than the vine, 
Or diamonds sparkling fhrniGolconda's Min^ ; 
Mysore's ierce flNillto j^tWider take4 hii istabd, 
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still in idea views Caraaticf land ; 
la vain fab looks far Angpls hovering round* 
To waft bis sfiiH from the Stygian ground ; 
By British vidour from the Musnnd tiirown> 
Still keen reflection paints the &tal mom, 
When from the fervour of the noon«tide beam, 
The swarthy guards retlr'd from Cavery's stream, 
To shady arbours, where green fig*trees vie 
WHh groves of citrons for to cool the sky : 
With ripening olusters the luxuriant vine. 
The peach, pomegranate, and the nectarine, 
Withpabn and olives, form'd a spacious bower. 
And virgin Ullies spre^ their silver flower ; 
The golden lime and orange here were seen. 
On fragrant brandies of perpetual green ; 
The date ai^d melon join'd their leftfy shade 
Where the fierce Sultan laid his haughty head« 
Within that arbour now he songht repose, — 
Repose so fatal, big with direful woep ! 
In warlike alenoe the battalions form, 
And wait impati^nt^for the dreadfril storm; 
Within the lines they rest upon their arms. 
And England's glory every bosom warms : 
Each feels impatient for the promised fight. 
Each feels ^ hero gloryipg in his migfat 

Then in a solemHit ^|p^> ap^ gtand refo^ 
By Britoni^ rear'd, tbef Ghflstiaii bimner rost ; 
Within ite ample £ol4a t|^ Crofs appe^ 
That Cross which pious CbiistMms btitbfi mHi tsfia 3 
Where ere that ensign meets the 9Qn's bri^t n^9 
Proud armies march, and glory leads the i^i^« 
Britannia her undaunted legions ledf 
They rusb'dii fte torrents^ enm tb^ Oav^a be4.: 



The &tal breach, the forl^Q bQp9 afi^^iiiU . 

And diouts.Qf triupph the wide <h>ihmpmi xm^ i 

As if onowfc^oiiB of the oeanon's rqf^Xj 

Onward they iwb'd^ fnd plupg'd Hurond^ floodeof j^oi^ 

To right,— to left,— tAiey loiigfbt, their doabtfid w»y» 

And many a her^ fell thi^ ewftd d^y. 

C<dlected now, t^e Sultan'e trpops appQ«e 
With firm reoi^t^neetl^ iniiredtog foes ; 
Wide spread the flaj»es of wer, by adverse iLrms,-^ 
Europe and Am shook wltkfi9ii»)e elerms; 
The open fili^ by Ttppoo's oardec closed. 
To British tro^ops a steady front i^poeed. 
See in their frent the M^^m staadard borne* 
Displays a radiance Uaaung mse tihe nuNrn ; 
In rubys flaming, the fiun'd creaoent seems, . 
Bright as the lostre of the lomur beams ; 
It was thi^t banner^ that Ii»|»erisdsigau 
Which spread in Asia wtth MabonMl'slme. . 

The Prophet came, bright as the solar lay. 
To teach th^ nations the «oemng way ; 
He rose in splendwr like^ tiie morning star. 
To wage with InfidMs etei^oal^^E^r ; 
The last and gpeat^at ^ it^ in^ir'd Une, 
In him was rested ejrery txu^ 4ivjae. 
Whom he ab^T^^ absolved are m beavm ; 
To true believeya pciiM and pstdeA i^ven. 
From the pure fifKHM of U|^t tbe Koran cami 
And distant i|«tiame«i«i^ttbekely fla»e. 
lMQ9A1mjflm'4% thetmtbiiiiitaEnish.'dshiBea, 
Bright as t)iaJ9ii^ ti tiN» riebff^Jiihm; 
The holy K<^prM|.tf^4f>lAlraMMe^ 
Celefl^ en«ci^ef. eternal k|T«. 
The holy Konub^ ^egrittto aBJH heaven^ 
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And leaf by leaf to QdiaiA it was ghren ; 

The sacred code of law that angdi brought 

Contain'd the precepts which the Prophet taught ; 

To those who doubted the revealed word. 

He bade' Mahomet use the temporal sword : 

The Moslem chief bis nuiaoies dispk^. 

To prove Us misaioii in the ftce of day ; 

A word from him, — ^the withered trees resume 

Their W4>iited verdure^ and their summer bloom ; 

His word brings water for his warlike flock, 

Like MosM when he smote the flinty rock; 

The richest herbage smfles on barren land. 

The wells Jtnd cisterns flow at his command. 

Fresh as the stream that gush'd from Horeb's rocdc. 

To water Israel's thtesty, fidnting flock : 

In equal parts he cut tiie lunar moon ; 

No more was wanMl to ^nvince the down, 

Eternal war on Infidels to make. 

And drag the victim to the bloody stake. 

That daring chief came in a qpecious form, 

Establii^'d systems vankh'd in the storm ; 

From nightly visions be revealM the word, 

And nations orouch'd beneath Us conquering sword : 

His was a spirit of no common mould. 

Both earth and heaven he to his votaries sold ! 

To lies first tun'd the uasnspectilig ear, 

And then awak'd a lively sense of fear. 

With fistbulous l^encU and chimeras veim 

Wiiicb fiH weak heads' and sometimes turn the iNrmn ; 

Then, to comfdete their yet uidnish^d part^ 

Fixt the rank oowaapdla 6aeb tiotfd li^aH; 

In promise^ — splendid ilop^ folr Idys^^n^re giveii, 

Andendles5bolM«i3^asiilgn'd^'}iMKfreft. ' 
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^here ere hb mighty Cal^h (OMtr) eamei 
The ancieat legends perish'd in the fliEme. 

l*has w!is ft teiih estabtish'd, wbieh presides 
O'er powerful kingdomsy and o'er wanderings trSief ; 
Arab and Tartar own'd the gift diTine, 
And AfHc's swarthy son9 received the sign ; . ' 
Through ninety heavens one night tlie Prof^et fleWy ' 
His gaping followers all believ'd it true. 

My friend, you smile at miracles like these. 
Nor once reflect Aoto mtccA such wanders please; 
Revealing visions is the sui'est ainw 
Which bold enthusiasts take to wing their game. 
By his example fired, the L AITRBAT flies, 
And soars triumphant through the aerial ddes 
In airy regions he unveils thatsoene, 
The day of judgment is the awfol theme 
With more than mortal boldness sentence givesi — 
He dooms the patriot, and the oppreseor lives* 
Had &te call'd on him hi his early days. 
When he io freedom pour'd his warmest lays, 
What would have been Am doom ? he well can tell» 
His ViBum sends Reformers all to hell : 
So vipers, in the bosom bred* b^n 
To hiss at that hand which ^i ioqk them in ; 
Ingratitude, the worst of human guilt. 
The basest aption mankind cim cOmn^it, 
Which, like the.sin^agaipst the Holy Ghost, 
Has least of hoQonr, imd of gqilt the most ; 
That sin ajione whipb diould not b^ fcMrgiyen 
On earth, although, perhaps it may in heftven. 
When fate confi%i)sfa||t to, the ^]0l^tum> 
That glopmyn^apsipn from whence iicHie return* 
I humbly h<Qpe that jn^ecy t^ hmi givMr. 
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May be reo6rd«d iiillle court <if b6^tM ;--« 
Yes, God fofMd I I diotild tb6 I^AtftfiAl* dOOtif r 
To the dread oMfinee of the Sty^ii gloMt ! 
I've henrd it said, another rdgiM Bee 
Between the Stygian and ElysiMi rides, 
Where, in Old timed, Ap08UI^80ub ii^rerient. 
Enjoined a penance, sti^ter £ir than Lent i 
Onr brave forefathers thought (perhaps in vain) 
It was a region free from toil and pain, 
Wheiein departed souls wefe to abide, 
Unta absolved they cross'd tile Stygiw lide>. 
Where Angels wkiteft Uyxsaaitiet them bdme 
To that bright oMOl^oilr ihe Etyriail doine^ 
Where fathers, motiKTS, sons, and danghtevs meet^ 
And in kind accents now each other greets 
Even AvLWARit founder of a noble' Kfte, 
His fitthers worsWp'd at great Woden'is shrhie^; 
With mighty ifeugist his fbrefiilhers came. 
And from Wymoff^Hfi^m torn Ute Wyndham niMae t 
Hengist, the firat of Ai^o Saxon Kings, 
To Tbor and Woden'is: attar homage brings ; 
Nor to (hem only was devotion ddne. 
He rear'd rich altai« to the ritfng snn. 
The Druid, Roman, and the Saxon^s ibrkie. 
In different ages, each was deem'd dMne. 
There was a timer whenin tbtif leafyabade, 
Onr brave fi»i^atfiiera flieir devofiona paid ; 
No lohy temple crown'd the verdimi seenOf 
Where stood the Druid of etalted mien; 
He nevergrasp'd the ftrstl&stgs ot the ffook. 
Nor took the jwaper^a w^gMmt^d shddt; 
Great the oppresrion ta tte lUioiMoati bind, 
When §tem tmtptoefi^P^ IriMi Aeir ditt^in lili^. 
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t do not wisSi to see their masteihs want, 
Nor yet thtlr tables of good viands scant, 
A competence tlwfr labours justly clalin, 
But free will ofifefings s(hou1d suffice the same. 

The rising sun upon &# temple beams, 
And whispering emgds prompt Ihe IXruld'sthemfs; 
With natiM^8 volume open to his view, 
His precepts dmple, and his morals true : 
Then in impressive, haHow'd accents prays, 
To lead the wanderers from their erring ways 5 
Prophetic warnings to A^r minds recall, 
Elijah's mafitle on the Druids fall. 
Through many ages, they stood in the breach 
OpposM to vice,— plain moral truths to teach; 
Their high injunctions were the public law, — 
No wrangling lawyers there to find a flaw : 
The priest and legLdator firmly stood, 
Explained his precepts for the public ^ood ; 
While hamble hearers adoration brin^. 
In silent praise to God, — fit offering. 
No hypocrite was seen with erabbed face, 
No new made convert tortured into grace. 

Shades of my fathers^! round your hallow'd urns. 
The vestal fire fn all its glo^ bums ; 
When will the morning of the grave arrive. 
Or those tdio slumber In the dust revive? 
Here lofty Noughts and eartidy cares are drowned, 
Where angeb'hoverin^, guard the sacred ground ; 
That piotis thought puts every care to flight, 
And fimcy teats y6ur altars to my sight : 
The rustic dtat, rising in rcvfew,' 
I hail as Moslems do tiieil* 2iad(\Erti, 
When firom the lofty tirinadret they hear 

E 
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That solemn souad> which channs the ligtenifig ear ; 
No Grotiiie temple with long glooming aidesr^ 
AU^nature loVely, round the altar smilai. 
Beneath the oak's green foliage it stood. 
The sacred temple was lAe lecffjf wood; 
Nor was their wanting melody of song, 
The'feather'd warblers jom tho rocal throng r 
Here the sweet warblers on each lofty spray* 
Their poris devotion to Jehovah pay. 

Tlien let us not our fathers' creed deride> 
Nor with Mae pride their early tenets cliide ; 
From hearts devout Iheir orisons still sprung. 
And moral precepts graced tlie teaclier's tongue. 
Let not our cliildren with opprobrious names^ 
Of Heathen, — Infidel, — brand their remains ; 
Unmeaning cant which zealots only use. 
Modem to Christian, — Cliristians to the Jews* ^ 
Whatever creed be taught, or land be trod, 
Man's conscience is the oracle of God : 
Weak as ram,'yet in the gap I'll stand. 
To guard these relics of my native land ; 
To guard with reverence ages long gone by, 
And view their altars with a filial eye. 
** This truth at least the pnblic will allow, 
•< No dearth of Bards can be compkin'd of now ; 
** The loaded pfess beneatii her labour groans, 
^ And Printers' Devih shake their weary bones. '' 
While, my weak couplets cram the loaded shelves. 
And ###### stanzas shme in hot press'd twelves ; 
One common lethe waits each hapless Bard, 
And peace be with you, 'tis your best reward : 

** By glory urged, from Wyudham's &r domain, 
** And regions bordered by the eastern maie," 
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To Alfred's aid the gallant Aylwaid led 
His warlike yassal8> who to arms were bred, 
To aid that Prinoe, who stiU unrivall'd shone. 
Whose virtues shed a lietre round the tiironW ; 
Bellona's bloody banner wav'd in air, 
S&e bids the armies for the field prepare ; 
E'en now fond ftincy sees the warlike tndn, 
Sees Danes and Saxons on the hostile plain,. 
From massy columns fotm the embattl'd line. 
Where files unnumber'd in bright armour shine. 
Fierce as the lightning, with the dr^dfullance, 
The saxon troopers to the charge advance ; « 

Prepar'd to meet the shock the Dane appears : — 
See ! the two armies shake their Uood stain'd spears ! 
To the fierce combat rush the daring brave, 
And smile when glory lays them in the grave. 
In glory's lap the dying lay their head, 
Sweet are their slumbers on that noble b^ ; 
O'er their remains humanity still mourns. 
Though &me's loud trumpet echos round their urns*: 
The conflict fully equaled Cannoe's fight, 
Or fem'd Pharsalia's bloody deluged night. 
Twas Aylwaid's fate to fall, with many a Thane, ' 
When WMton's field was won by the fierce Dane ; 
Not unavenged he fell, — in Hfe's proud close. 
Around him lies a heap of Ueeding foes. 
Oh ! Saxons ! let not cruel hands profane 
The relics of your noble leader slain ! 
Let not your4>ravest warriors die in vain^ 
Let not ^be victors long in peace remain, 
While Alfred sheds the silent, manly tear, 
Upon the sacred corse to freedom dear. 

Lamented martyr, in thy country'* cause* 

*' Thou bleeding victim for her right? ami laws ; " 
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Well might great Alfred kneel witii pkms zeal, ' 
O'er thy pale caraewhidi felt for EDi^iand's weal ; 
That honoured corse wai to Wymondham borne> 
And the loud requiem chanted many a morn. 
By friends who often drop*d a pious tetfr. 
For holy friendship was a mourner here. 
Above his urn was seen the plume and dbield ; 
Which Aylwaid wore on Wilton's £ital field ; 
And o'er the sculptur'd tomb an eagle hung, 
As if prepared to guard her callow young. 

Now gentle deep conveys bim to the plain» 
Where, chief of Warriers, Odin holds his reign ; 
Where all that pour'd their blood in manly fight, 
And fell lilce heroes in their country's right) 
Are hail'd by Odin and his veteran band. 
To share the pleasures of the J^ysian land. 
Here the sweet violet and labernumgrowS) 
The woodbine wild, and wild the blooming rose; 
On every bush they hear the linnet sing. 
The thrudi^ and blacklurd hail the g^iial springs 
The Minstrel sung the splendour of t^tdome» 
Where, after death, the Saxon warriors roam ; 
On laureU'd plains they mix in warlike gamesi 
Or range wbera Frea fans the eoHeat flames. 
Here blooming damsels in gay circles lead 
The gallant warriors to tbe enamell'd mead, 
There in sweet converse pass the sodai hours, 
Love smiles perpetual in Valhalla's bowers; 
The Houris come, their kerchie& gre^n they wave^ 
And with fond kisses welcome all the brave ; 
For them soft zephyrs fen the waving trees» 
For them waft odours on each genial breeze ; 
< Tis here the nympfaa the gallant heroes pee^. 
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And strew the pink aad rose beBeath thek feet i 
Here flowers, from every clime, attnyotllieeje^^*^ 
Here groves of myrtle fim the Elymn sky, 
Where birds of every noteaad every wing 
Their loves responsive tbroagh the branches mog. 
On meads reclined of ever verdant green» 
Where spring eternal aids the glowing acene* 
Where every bloommg flower unites its aid 
To throw fresh beauties round the Elydao glade ; 
Who &U in battle pass their joyous hourS} 
Or range with heroes through the happy bowers : 
In Odin's hall they fill the spadous bowl. 
That lifts to rq[>ture every warrior's soul: 
In that £Bun'd ball loud shouts of mirth resounds 
The spark'ling beverage in the skulls goes round ; 
Valhalla's dome resounds with martial notes» 
And round the walls the song of battle floats. 

Of Aylwaid's martial xleeds the Minstrel sungr*- 
To warlike deeds his airy harp he strung; 
Careless of polish'd ornament, and proud 
To differ from the motl^ sing-song croud, 
His lofty notes fili'd the Baronial hall* 
And war's rude armour deck'd the trophy'd wall ; 
Their fitthere' martial prowess calls to mind, 
To rouse the valour of the dumberiiig bind ; - 
Recites their ancient legends of renown, 
When warl&e Odin wo? e the 8aj(0D erowa : 
Of other times, aud otber heroes teld> 
Whose daring deeds the Baidshadloi^ewroU'd; 
To daring deeda 1b^ IMan with deUgbt, 
And long to try their prowessjn the %M; 
For now, e^Uended o'cor the wide donate* 
Lay the fierrnkgidiifof theiAtadiftf DMe. 
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He mug of Alfred's glory and renown. 
The best and brarest that ere wore a crown ; 
Not in the fidd alone that hero shone, 
On fireedom's base be rear'd the regal throne ; 
Crowns of themselves be knew were empty things. 
The good of $ubfecf$ was the end of Kings ; 
It was reserved for later tknes to own, 
That monstroi» ftith — ike many made for one. 
The Minstrd ponr'd sach energy of song, 
As rous'd the fierceness of the youthful throng; 
And much they long'd in some contested field. 
To wield the sword, the battle axe, and shield ; 
Not like inglorious mortals die at home. 
And be excluded from Valhalla's dome, 
Where after death each morn they join the fight. 
And at rich banquets with tlie brave at night ; 
From tlie pure vintage of the swelling vine. 
They quaff large goUets of the richest wine ; 
Then to complete the beauty, of the scene. 
Bewitching damsels wave their kerchiefis green : 
Salubrious cUmate ! free from care or pain. 
Where Saxon warriors shall with Odin reign. 
And be united, to that daring band, 
Which warlike Henglst settled in this land. 

In lofty strains he stimulates the briave, 
Hope cheers &e ardent, warms the feudal slave ; 
With stronger nerve they rush amid the fight. 
And fiBill or conquer in their country's right. 
Now other times, and other chiefe succeeds. 
No more the Mfaistrel ^ings their fathers' deeds ; 
In the Baronial hall no Bard i^ seen. 
To string Us barp^for chiefs of lofty melu, ^ 
No warlike trophi^ now adorn the waif, 
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Where hung the bugle, ready for to caU 

The hardy Tassal to the tented field, 

To rear the banner, or to bear the shield. — 

Yon saulef-'ihe Bard has loMi his Indian ibemer-^ 
It may be so, for poets often dream ; 
Like truant school boys, they will sometimes range 
Free as gay females i?dio delight in change 
Admonished now, I turn with all my might. 
And feel the boldest when I join the fight 
I cannot launch my bark upon the tide 
Without a compass that frail bark to guide ; 
But in the tented field I wheel and form 
My rude unpolish'd numbers for the storm : 
Whether on hobbling feet my lame verse goes, 
Or soft and smooth in easy numbers flows ; 
Whether the lines in rhyme and sense cUme pot. 
To me, as FalstaflF says, « all's one for that, " 
Yet still I own, that not to me belong 
The pointed numbers of the polish'd song; 
To brave the snarling critic will demand 
•* A keener weapon and a mightier hand; " 
** That coward brood, who mangle as they prey 
** By^ hellish instinct all that cross their way,'' 
Like savage wolves that still in darkness prowl, 
And scare the traveller with their hideous howL 
I range the camp, the bastion, and tiie mine. 
And trace each movement of the elnbaitl'd line, 
Mark the close ambush in the deep ravine* 
Where lies fierce warriors, sooner felt than seen. 
Recount how dauntless, midst the crash of war* 
Britannia's chief her cause resistless bore ; 
How her fierce foes their choicest legions led, 
And how before her arms their l^ons fled ; 
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Oq Ganges and on Ittdns skorei resound, 

How Britisb valour was by victory crown^d^ 

Despairing captit«s tiidr ddhrerers kaa'd, 

When freed from dungeons wiiere fliey long had wafl'd ; 

Despairing captives hallM them from the coasts, — 

They tnsh^d to -cofiqnest led by British ghosts. 

Calm is the noon, the burning lamp of day 
From hill to hSl porsoes it -elrcfing way, 
Red pours the Cavery^s ^Iveam down yond^ steep. 
And through the vi31ey spreads wfCh murmeringfrweep/ 

The fiery epeseent fiercely wav'd tm high, 
Like meteor streaming down the stormy sky, 
Wing'd liketbe Simoom from -the burning sandsy 
It rose in Mood and deluged -cHstant lands ; 
It rose in blood iii4tti mighty Omar'« fine, 
And wild en#msSasfe4bail'd the gift dii4ne. 
Their swords converted 4o 4ie MoaSem faMi 
Unnumber'd myriads of the buman race ; 
Like a devouring wfahlwindit came, 
Ali and Omar'frtnn^d the lava -flame ; 
Like rapid tor Bents -raging as tbey come. 
When the volcano 4eaFB "tbe monnrttun's womb, 
Foaming o*er fcasofif^llnn and rock4H]ilt monndst - 
Disdainini: every t^bec^ of montl bounds ; 
Afric and Arfa^rottch'd beneath 'tte rod. 
And Europe it emWed ^ stem Omar's nod. 
From Mecca'sibrine tiie Sultanas banner came, 
That shrine held sacred to Iffahomef s name ; 
Within its ample folds embossed tiieir lies 
Lines from tbe "Koran of ffiumin'd dyes : 
Inspfaned by this, each Modem fiirious braves 
The fiery tempest, rolling on Vke waves. 
To those wfao^fidl, tiie Prophef s word is given , 



Houri and endlcfwikoUdaij^hi heiWEea: 
EmbaImM wllb p«rfiBRne«y llat Amifo y^^ 
From thence t»mBpMtBdt9 tiie«£fyaiBisfeld9> 
Celestial B&arta^ erowi iher immmly gutff^ 
And Moslem Amg^hi on ibefi Ptmf^mt^ wait . ^ . 

At cpei^ Bl» tifig like tDidKa» Bysta^ 
And dooms the sovi^^wiMir MftOc&'tf^Kipli^ save*; 
Like u B t » e fevft>fe ' ^ew9y k§ KaMr^thi born. 
With sevffiBg fAHOidP ihd AfMleift faHit 1^ 
For Christiaiis oafy l^tier waMs la 0taley 
At the bright p0Ptato< tfi0 bea^^^^ofy gate ^ 
i;¥Wfefi$rae}%'cra% S0I1S, HI B^ 
Profsmely ftittgh Ac; Gki^g/dsaateteeA to soorm 

To face iimmmr-^ia hwM Hm aewre flicy^^ 
Deniand8aa»€iigiif Hawing; aft^^ag^Sieye. 
Tho^ 0dteEO0 temhy ti»? \sM n^g^nu warm. 
What wild ideas are w«ap(:ti» fonn ! 
Imperfect ^cnbryoi ^ tbe hannaii bisuliK, 
That strives toande d»4crfty beavsM in vain ^ 
Too short t0 >eadtbtyiMf<£yo»0tai^iky, 
The piercing foens' of Omental ^^^ 
Too coKt Aia 2ealo1f a BVost tnmeq^oFtiftg soal^ > 

Top paiiltr w^Hrt ItouflnHiSBS heanievtf afid ISigbt eotmeHi^ 
But stay my Bftxie, A<9r fttilber tmee 1h# tbfiiiM^ 
Leave all' their ieaBtl3^io>ibe'One Mapv^enmi 
To Him whoflB" tmwf bemncBiesi » Ucr krvvv 
Supreme on aaptbvAB^ l&fi^i^'aAo^. 

Now ma» ioimsm "ffie'ftnrious^uad^ras'meet, 
A scene •# aamaged^ges Ite )i^ee^i 
Like the fieroe'Bgirt^fiig flionkg' volltos 8l»w, 
Unnnmber'^waiTiers every v^oifey alew : 
Wifll not more Ifery on tfte- Tnojan p*^ 
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Conflicting annies saw Sarpeddn idain. 
See! where tlie Saltan stOl his I^ expoie, 
And smiles defiance tosnrronnding foes; 
Descending fuiious» like the northern storm, 
Tlie sword of Tippoo did his foes deform. 
With not more yengeance, on tiie Latian pbdny 
Bold Tumiis raged for CamiUa dabi. 

Fierce is the fight; nor shall the odioos nanie 
That marks tlie coWard, brand the Saltan's fiune : 
He braves the foe, and dares to try their foree» 
Hindoostan's warriors follow Inm of coarse ; 
They blow for blow return, and wound fmr woond. 
And heapis of bodies raise the levri groand ; 
Resolv'd on death, impatient of disgrace. 
And where one &Us another takes his place. 
All breathing death, aroand thdr dtief they stuid, 
A grun, terrifBc, formidable band. 
Like the grim lion, now he speeds his pace, 
The savage monarch of the forest race ; 
Hiroogh all the horrors of the ragiBgiray 
He cats with forious arm his eager way. 
<< Where this but fidls, some noble life exfk^ 
^^ Its stroke makes orphans, bathes th^ cheeks of sires, 
«< Steeps earth in purple, gluts the tods of air, 
c< And leaves such objects as distract the fitfar. '^ ^ 

If daring courage gives thy soul delight, 
Behold the warrior in the thickest fi^t ; 
Embodied dose, Hindoostan's swarthy train 
The fiercest shock of British troops sustain ; 
Thel)est and boldest of tiie Moslem bandy ^ 
A warlike cirde, round the Sultan' stand; - 
No prince like Uppoo, Asia's thrones^ could yield 
To marshal armies in the tented field ; 
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Th' extended lineof batfle to diqday. 
And fonn tiie warlike o<diimns in array : 
To view tile cmnbat with a warrior's eye, 
When thundering bullets wfais along the aky ; 
To mark the moment for the furiooa^ charge. 
Nor let tiie horsemen range too much at large ; 
The squadrons on eaeh flank their station keep. 
To break tiie adverse line or column deep ; 
To die or conquer, proves a hero's heart. 
And ibiomMsgr MtSsH each knows asoldier^spctri. 

Now troops cm troops press on the £Bdnting diief, 
Forc'd he &Us back> but looks not for relief ; 
Now stain'd with blood Us temper'd blade he shakes, 
The victors saw, but not one Briton quakes ! 
Fierce was the fight, white yet the Modem powers 
Maintain'd the walls, and mann'd the Haram towers ; 
On every rampart braved the fierce alarms,— 
The cronded batfans Maze with shining arms : 
Each lifts his sabre £dr a noUe Uow, 
Nor fears the vannting.of the darmg foe. 
On every side now grim destruction pours» 
The streets are deluged with the bloody diowers : 
Death is the worst, a &te which all must try , 
And for our country, 'tis a Miss to die. 

The Sultan's troops a thtek retreat maintains, 
'« Wedg'd in one body like a flight of cranes, 
<< That shriek incessant, white tiie Mcon, hung 
«< High on poiz'd {Anions, threats their callow young. 
To guard the Haram, yet the warriors pour 
The flaming volleys, from each lofty tower. 
On every tower, are young Sultanas seen 
Breathing defiance in their haughty mien ; 
Nearer the spn's bright orb they well may cbom 
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Sublimer courage mbA a fifslcei* flalnb : 
The magic of tfaeir.TadiaBittyo flft^gaiaflr 
The haughty cmycfaenofiK^iQ wear their «liciiB; 
In that soft ifvmSmep wkeve ihef iule aloiie. 
A nd sit trlunfihant mi ititthr jilkant Hubbub ; 
When onr tiie sfileflhdid OttoHian is jeen. 
The povwr&l ShHsb and CEfieaeafaM Queen. 

Hindoostau'^ glovriiig dames with iasf ibwrn'd^ 
To see their altaro aiid the Ihrase o'erlum'di; 
To seethe Chrntian baraiery tdeen'd pi^Aney) 
Float on the jumnatof Lovie -j hatioiared ftae^ 
To see their WBcrk^^gaflfpiii^ da ihegCQuad, 
To Imbt the :flaming tHnfles eradsaround ; 
To see a baad of roiTBis fromihemiBin 
Bring dtaafatJoaatalking intheir train. 
In Tain lieamo apreidM wide tiM so^eUiBg eea^ 
Vast watery httrriar i ^stiQiey oame to fteel 
They come to tbae, a keen l a pacia nw band. 
Hungry as leeches frtom Oeir aatln iaad ; 
They come to tiiee» to mle tiie mde duaniiiBj 
Which Europe fdaioB on Aria'aarid pfaui f 
To rake «rp weal^ erhi^ aiBiice Jiad esme^'i 
In midnight TiBionB to the sordid mind* 
When will that day» that laippy day arcm^ 
When maniri&xnan, tar faiiid vith famd rfydlatme ; 
Companions, iiie%hba«», brothers of ftkfaaU^ 
Good will aiid oboriiy tmUbig aU ; 
Nor Asia looeer sbeir by 43angas i^wkres, 
European tyrants aad their erooohiiig tUves ? 

The Sultan tails !—^bal Saltan fua'd a&r 
For manly courage «id a thirst for war. 
Fierce raged the condkt rotind the hero Aaad, 
And heaps on beapsl^ imttuel wMods ihay Med ; 



He call'd aloud to MalMxMlinr.iM> : : 
A short v>«t fcrii^aai^ fdrag^ tD.jUb «Mid« 
He fell from woiMiAi^ e|yMlM«MielMi«^Mr 
The surest passport to 4k» Mslrieii fcaonwa. 

ilmwmftbmwmn AeliMipt linifHroiidljF'Silffie,' 
Upon the minaret and licdy d^iM; 
To him, ti^ aainMaA'«Ust sbn te&«Bt, 
When lamps imnmiihtt^d itghtaceb .liJMiwit^ 
The MoskM hails &a««mali«[Mlh4el«ilit, 
And cannons tbondtr ttroofiiihr fojfSd Mighi 
Severe priraifciQM. kl dMiBOtelBn iMt 
Are all {oreoUmr-^'^ibow/tm fuSk^jfrnaL*' 
With pious fettititde Adr immnoeibenM^ 

Through all the ttteiotis «of ihe ibotrndOeti finst^ 
They hail .wiiihanpiwre ihe JMnmieiMl^ 
Like the Yenetian ijominl Of cfldr 
Where pleasant jfloi^mU b&TpmotL'wimgBot$(Ad4 

No more he sedv ibe 4iBtaipl0'aio% doito, 
Where his fierce ei^es in piDttairitUBfti iWAH^ 
When in ifeft sacnd lilkMiyw lie Jidne the fl^^ 
And True BoUevcTsdiairtMieoffisML. 
His foes no more diatt Seel te« siV9i< disphjr^W 
Which shone U»:%h^iiii« tlumgittbB thktertidiaie ; 
That sword whiDln^ tiad pism'd the deqp mra^ 
Of Britain's oodmims oa that wdl irnght daya 
No more that svwdaballiUn lheflas«l£ imr^ 
There the bdd ariter friaaiirigirt Jm^wgr^^ aogr. 
No longer AUa senMslds pa^vevM eini^'^ 
The maeft&nhaniBtBKft haye lost their dmtm. 
Where was MiMKim's Flr€fliel wlieft dia wcH^ 
Laid Tippoo broaAfatefs ott Ilia Moody gWQBd ? 
His lofty soul disdaio'd A jitemelal fl^^ 
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He fell a wanrior in the fiild fig^: 
Some hand onknoum laid the proud Sidtan lowr 
Hb life and empire ▼anldi'd at tiie Mow. 
In Tain Ma h oaa e t sends Us Angels down, 
From.flieir bright manalons witfi the warrior's crown ; 
In Tain for him celestial Ekraris wait. 
In vain for him ^bey croud the heavenly gate. 
Adieu the Mnsnod ; — ^from that fetal mom. 
No more he monnti his Uood-oemented throne* 
The bird of Edm, with expanded wing, 
O'erspread tiie Musmid of liysove'aprood Ung ; 
Its plumage flamed reftd^nt as the beam 
Which Sol at noon-tide darts on Indus' stream : 
The throne witii diamonds Uas'd, stupendoos mould ! 
Hiroanian tigers raVd in bumish'd gobi ; 
<« With starry gems the purple curtains shin'd, 
^ And ruby flowers and goldm foliage twin'd 
<< Around the sSver pillars; high o^er head 
«« The bird of ParadiBe its radiance shed. '' 
From Indin's choicest looms \Ab manfle shone. 
And his.hig^ turban flam'd with precious stone. 
From the * Zenana female warriors came. 
Fierce as Camilla in the field of feme; 
They held the dying Sidian in thek arms. 
And his last mcmients soflen'd by their charms. 
No mare Hindoostan's glowing dames await^ 
The Sultan's entrance at the palace gate ; 
No more his fevonrite nymphs attendant spread 
The broad palmetto o'er his haughty head ; 
No more wifli them he treads yon lemon grove, 
Wheie miUng loves and blooming pleasure rove; 
No more in converse sweet they press the bower, 
* TiiSstiARAN of the Eastsni llonarebs. 



Where hladiiiig roaes spreadtb^ scented flower : 

CiroafliiaQ odours a rich fragrance shed^ 

And flowers unaumber'd form'd the well lu^o^ bed ; 

Here laughing hours pass jocund onthe filing f 

Here the green myrtle breathea perpetual spr^. 

Ah! who can boast he never felt the fires . 

Of youth exulting in the young desires, ^ 

When he beheld the breathing roses glow, . < ^ 

And the soft heavings of the living snow? 

Nor let the prudish few as foUy sqori|> 

This genuine ptussiofh nature's eldest bom. 

No more the Sultan plants his eunuch's round 
To guard the confines of love's hallo w'd ground ; 
No longer Britons in his dungeons moan. 
Where galling fetters made the captives groan. 
He doom'd his captives to the caverns dim. 
Where di^ella -the t^per and faynnia grim : 
How many gaDant youths in manhood's Uoooi, / 
From that fierce tyrant met i^n eady tomb ! 
He doom'd his captives to the tigers' den, j 

A &te more dreadfiil ne'er awaited men : 
For which base act, aent to the Stygian coast, ; 
The fiend ambition haunts his fiBtUmi i^ost ;^ 

<< When finne'raloud trump ha& blown ter noblest blast, 
^ Though long the sound, the echo aleeps at lait,^^ . 
«< And glory, like the phoenix midst her fires, 
*^ Exhales her ordcmrs, UasMSy and expires." 

And now the burning sun had mnk to rest, , ^ 
Hope, mix'd with fear, assail'd the soldier's breiMit ; - 
Lest in r<^r|M)ing the ensi^nguin'd plain, 
A fidthfiil friend they view among the slain. 
With tender care, relief the wounded gave, 
And to the dead, an honourably gprave; 
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Thicr done, some of Ae Regimeiiid move aiong^ 
And the white* teiit9 reedve theeonqnerhig^^ttroBg*; 
There wearied' natom seeks rd»f inslbep^ 
LamentiQi^ frfencBs tfeir moomfbl r^gf^ feeep^ 
Strength Is deriV'd front s^firitsNihd firmn Meed^, 
And these angmentwftfr rest 8EBd generous ftK^d; 
No valiant sov of Man* wRlkont iSksA ste^^ 
Can last a hera through tt singie day ; 
Deprived of these, Uer boasted eoiHrage'fei]^ 
By these refreshed, lie hraveethe^ fiercest gales. 



Page 29.— ^Om PwofUet cemm ^e- Thasv fines 
were ww^taftiwuifci imlir an ideaaf thefintrdHpter 
of the Koran* ItsbewsF tte eoiiMenae they faavwin 4ie 
divine origin of thfliriiiHb. 

Page S».—BtmAiif^aiS,^. Aytifaid^aeSlaon 
chief, founds of ^ iioUe ftndy of Wyirfhatn^ had 
Ms d!omain^ai Wymondfiam^ln NbrMk; Me-lbfl %htiiig 
agataat the Bkdses, at WHtosr, eariyhi Alfreds v^gn. 

Page Se.—Are haO^d'hy Odin. The unsettTed 
state of Europe in the early ages, was a sofficvent reason 
for our l^xon fore&ttiers to adopt that system of tfieo- 
logy, which appeared' the most Okdy to keep up an 
enthusiastic attachment tot mOitary exploits. The ap- 
peal they made to the senses, was well adapted to make 
an impression on uncuttfvated men. EvJBry thing tbey 
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deemed valuable on ^rth n^as )^romised them in heaven, 
provided they fell in iMittlef df' had rendered eminent 
services to thefy country. 86 po^;i%)rfbl a st&nulus had 
the desired effect; in the ft^Id death waji disarmed of 
his terrors. 

Page 45. — The Bairam feast A feast celebrated 
by MahometaiiSy after the fejit of Ramaain. It holdg 
three days, during which m work }» done, but presents 
are made to one anothei: with the utmost expressions 
of joy. If the day after Ramazan prove so cloudy as 
to hide the new moon, it is put off to the day following, 
when it begins, though tb^ ofasourity ooutinoe. At the 
celebration of this feast» in their mosques, they close it 
with a solemn prayer ifor the coamemon of Infidels. 



To the Members of the Holy Alliance. 

B^ he vilttan, be he fix^ 
Still to hold desp otic rale, 
Trampling on his slaves witii scorn ; 
This IS to be nobly^bora. 

Wf^teiifNl ls)tife teffotf's loi 
JBpm witUn/^iflcfkw-roord e^t ! . 
Be he generdtii; wise, or brave, 
, Hemtist only b^ niilave. 

, When AsdamdMv'^ and €v6 span 
Who was then tiie gentieman ? 

Sonihey's Wat Tyler. 

8E}E ! yon tyrant, eloCh'd in purple, 
Fffl the ###### Hmme uf state ; 

Think on Ms detested splendor, 
Purchiusra by a &iher's fiite. 



-A 
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What ! could not the ties of nature^ 
On that fiital night restndn^ 

From foul murder and rebellion. 
To ugnrp a blameless reign ? 



His pavilion, power> and grandeur, 
Rears high o'er the Baltic ware ; 

At his footstool, fortune's minion, 
Flattery kneels, a fiiwning^ dare. 



Spoil the Tineyard, while the keepers 
Tend their harmless dance and soi^ ; 

Press the vintage ere they reach it; 
Wicked fortune crowns the strong. 



In your gilded galley gliding, 

Urge thro' life your prosperous way ; 
See the deathful tempest lowering. 

Grimly waits his evening prey. 



Peace and hope, sweet twins of virtue. 
Shall be strangers "to thy breast ; 

Remorse and fear, terror's demons. 
Still shall rob thy couch of rest. 



Rei^esB on yon purple conches, 
Deep remorse, her gorgon train ; 

Fear, with jealouq^ combimi^ 
Wreathe^ his glittering crowJi with pain^ 
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Ntttiier grandeur nor gay pkasnreg, 

Can the despof s &noy please ; 
Yain his grestnefls, vain Us splendor> 

Wlien the mind is not at < 



Ah! cruel Uow to human pride! 

. That all the sweets of life grow sour ; 
Stern pain and pleasure close allies> 

Within life's transitory hour ! 



All the riches of. an empire 

Will not inward fears control ; 
All the waters of the ocean 
. Will not wash the guilty soul. 



With a band of servile flatterers 
liet your chariots shake the plain ; 

Still you are but human butchers, 
Dealers in misery and pain. 



Patriots pining in yon dungeons, 
Doom'd by you for to endure 

Heart aches, while you roll at ease 
Tou care not^ if your wealth's secure. 



Thmic upon his wretched state, 
: Qoom'd to dmw corrupted breath. 
In a narrow gloomy cell ; 
. Fflthcapdi^Uersieadtodeatii. 
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liost fit erer am ihe dieiMSt 
Of lite yood^il bappy hoan; 

Still returning memory rayei« 
AadatreWB fate dell witfi fiuiey*s flowers. 



A short respite to fate woe 

Comes o'er lus bewilder*d brain : 
Soon, too soon» the phantom flies,- 

All te mteery and pain. 



Oh ! may I live to see the day. 

That hiurls t3rraiitB frem their tiirones ; 

When freedom bares her red«rig;ht arm, 
In justioe to tb^ Patriots' groans. 



GALLIA.'-n^, 



That Tree, beneath whose shade the sons of men 
Shall pitch their tents in peace. 
Brissot mnrder'd, and the blameless wife 
Of Roland ! martyr'd patriots, spirits pure, 
Wept-by the good, ye ff^\ "fik stifi sttrrives, 
Sown bjr y«ur toil, -and bj^ y^iir blood jnanured. 
The imperishable Tree ; and still its roots 
Spretti, aad sttfk^ deep. 

Sonthey's Joea of Arc. 



FROM themes too lofty for a bard so mean, 

The muses bedion to a dUhrent eeeoe : 

From tbilfMi'dinll wheravitt^nai wanriors dwell, 

I turn reluctant to the glaioi^ Ml^ 

But, Oh ! what flimt,4aid in wliatpo^K>ers of song, 
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Can trace the iarrent as It p64nn ^ioog t 

To the Loud tmnult and tke barbarona cry. 

All hell re^eohos and the deepa tefkf ; 

Heaven in hmi thunder no4es the hitteous souttd. 

And wide beneath them groans the infernal groond. 

Led on by Daaton's saya^ shade, they view 
September's cru^ liorrors Ueed mnew ; 
Where neith^ youth nor innocence could save 
The numerous yrctims £rom an early g^rare : 
Now the loud Tocsin sounds the slaughtmngfcnell. 
What numbers anffi^d, Gallia tlKm canst tell ! 
Resolv'd, the mock tribunal &ey ascend 
Sentence to giFe, not virtue to defend ; 
Where innocence and beauty pleads in Yain» 
Before the leaders of a <»iiel ^ain. 
Around, in heaps on heaps, adreadfel wall 
Of carna^ rises as ti» victims feU : 
Before the alter see yon Pieisles stand. 
The hallow'd crosier in their bett^ ha»d ; 
For absolution see them humbly kneel, 
To heaven confessing wiA 41 holy zeal ; 
Their looks dkeeted to the cross on lugh 
Upheld by Attgcb leaning from the sky : 
The sacied chaiwe tb thejr lips thcQr presto 
And hope, swMt ob^rub; «iahn'd each mairfy 1)mart ; . 
In hopes the jacrament of christian hive. 
Might be their pasapbrt to the realms above ; 
The mystic sign n^pon their fearefasads danawn* 
Invoking mercy from Ae etenrnal throne; 
That heavenly attribute from Gaul was fled, 
l^e assassins stretcb'd them on the beaps of dead. 

Equality, thou feir but specious name. 
On wUfA thy ^otailAs b«M iheir fwMio^Mtte, 
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In thy firai grasp tbon held tbe GalUe land. 
The polish'd Orders perteii'd by thy hand : 
Eren Lamballe's beauteous form no mercy founds— 
Barbaskn monsters gave the deadly wound ; 
The' murderhig steel now strikes that loTely head. 
Where Tenus Me her blooming graces qpread ; 
True to her mistress, with her latest breath 
She bless'd Antoniette, ere she sunk in* death ; 
Now on her lips was death's pale image spread, — 
Now from her cheeks the blooming rose was fled ; 
The shades of ni^t at once o'ercast'her eyes. 
Then Angels bear her to &r happier skies. 
Where, free from care, the martyr spirits rove 
Among the worthies of the Elysian grore : 
Near to Antoniette, Lamballe rests her head. 
Sweet are their slumbers on ]^n flowery bed ; 
Here spring with never fading verdure Uooms,*«- 
Here scented breezes scattter rich perftuaes. 
Fair blooming here celestial sweets exhale ; 
The rose of Eden smiles in ev^ry vale : 
The immortal # Twenty-two, here pass their hours. 
Or range with Brissot, 'midst and>ros]al flowers : 
Here Brissot and Condoroet, patriot shades ! 
Still wander friendly through the happy glades ; 
No ft»ars dkdurb'd them at their latest tteroe, 
Prepar'd, they welcom'd the impending blow : ^ 

The princely duide of § Enghien hoveiis here^ 
Lamented marlyr, pity droops a tear; 
Illustrious heir of Gohde's noble line^ 

* Brissot aoji twenty-one members of jLhe National, AsseupMy, 
wlio buffered with him on the scaffold. 



i^m 



AttOjQUjr^fioUrboO;' Puto €|f Bs^M^ln* 
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In whom tbe virtues of thy house didst sbiue^ : 

Appal'd thy midi^ht murderers weU might ^Vfh, 

The &tal torch<%ht east a moi^nful gle^M^ ; , ^ ^ . 

While mercy> shuddering »i tbe hideou3:vi^w, 

Her head arerted* from the scene withdrew ; . .^ 

Then stem oppression rear'd her baleful head, 

With erery virtue heaven-bom mercy fled. 

Who ?— who is he ? — comes tott'ring o'er the p\ain ! . 

His staff can scarce his feeble limbs sustain ! . 

It is the Prince of Conde, — ^yes 'tis be. 

Thy aged grandsire, he had none but thee ; 

Till now, he kne^ not of tiie &tal wound 

Which laid his offspring lifeless on the ground. 

Thy son is gone, weep, noble Bourbon weep» 

Low lie the dead, and heavy is their sleep ; 

E'en now fond &ncy sees at evening gloom> 

A weeping cherab hover o'er his tomb. 

The Bourbon shades a noble line compoM ; 
Here rests Antoniette from a world of woes ; 
*< Uplifted hands her lofty neck surround, 
** To hide the purple of a circling wound ; " 
Close by her side, her son reclines his head. 
Though young, he'snumber'd with the illustrious dead : 
Around their couch attending angels wait, 
By mercy order'd to condole their &te. 
Bourbons still muourn tbe blac^ aad direfrd hour, 
That took from Louis life and regal power ;^ 
With his lov'd sister, who obedient bow'd 
Her head submissive to the barbarous croud. 
Who savage like, ex!]dting in the shew. 
Saw their pure blood in <»nmson torrents flow ; 
With many a patriot in base triumph led. 
The friends of Gallia on the scaffold bled. 
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Among the bai'barous croud there mix'd some few^ 
Who died bright drops of pity's holy dew. 
The fierce Santerre, glres the t&tal word, — 
The monarch lies beneath the murdering sword ! 
Son of Saint Louis ! angels hovering round, 
Will bear thy spirit from the bloody ground ; 
On cherub wings the immortal spirit flies. 
And, in a moment, gains serener skies. 
See, see, the tuneful Nine attempts in vain 
To view him further than yon starry plain ! 



-ocio- 



STANZAS^ 

TO FREEDOM, 



Can I view, without KagfoAah, my oliildreii of labour, 
Unarm'dy improteeted» nor means of rescue, 
.FaU a prey to the ruthless and blood-smoaking sabre. 
That purpled the field of the fam'd Peterloo? 
My patriots doomed in dungeons to languish, 
That escaped the sword of &e hell glutted crew, ^ 
And, to add to tiie blood fireedng sum of my angddi, 
My commerce in fetters, O Freedom, Adieu. 



THOUGH in courtly strains I fling not, 
Thon^ unpolidi'd is my lay ; 

Tet the Cffiose that Sydney died for, 
Cheers me on the rugged way. 

From the womb of time sfatU spring 
Mfaistrels, ^o wiU string the Ijrre, 

To shig in 1<^ strains the deeds 
Of patrfots, ^o fiinnM freedom's fire. 



^though yon setttag Bom Ib f Itoided, 

Bright Aft nKH^Dg IfBetiaay dawn ; 
Victor3r's sun ineiq^endoiir ddnog^ 



Sure to ecmm is tiu^ fan^ mom^ 
When iM^iMis sbiti, iiiiifa ctte a«i(^rdi 

Remove fte m^My i^haiHS wfa^h Innd 
The vassal to }iii haughty lord. 



Oh! freed0m,i^r^ thy lambent flam^i 
ThF»igbeve]^ oU»efro|ii pole to pole; 

Afite an4 Afiia'a sons i^joioey 
The spaTJj: dMtie iimnie^ eaeh fooli 



iSeewsae ! ktfmik the Mbraa^if tsles^ 
TiM ibloed^ced of^ss linumphant ^vave ; 

That flag, Ihe dread of ToriciA loee, 
StmA float e'er many a Mortis grave. 



Deaeett^ants ^f Leenilas^ 

Who 4liel>ra^^iree tandt^d ied ; 
At Theraiopyl«e <Aey Ml) 

Wm Myriads of ^ P^tOati dead. 



Heroes of llie Gyedan firietf, 
Lei ^not erari^hande profime 

The asheg ^ your noUe Mr^ 
Who kl-that ragged pasfiTWereldabi. 
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Heroesof te pietent day^ 
Form Uke that deroted band ; 

Rlie determin'd to be free. 
Men of Greece through all year land. 



Let not the tombs of those who died 
To give yoa.freed<Hnt ever stand 

In thtt wild pass, with glory orown'd. 
Reproachful on a conquer'd land. 



Scenes made sacred by your.sires^ 
Who bravdy &ced invading foesy 

They glow'd with freedom's holy fires. 
Avenged they ML in life's proud close. 



The gaUant youths of laurel'd Greece^ ' 
Nomoresubnussive drag their chains; 

Thy radiant banners float in air, ' i' 

And proudly wave upon their &nes. 



Long time the despots strove to. qujsndft 
The shining flame:Co1umbm won ; 

When, after many a oonflict fought, / 
The new world smiles on wtory's m\n. 



Sardinia caught the sacred flame. 
But, frigMen'd l^the l«^tit shed. 

Nor waiting e'en to fed the warmth, 
She dropp'd U to the earth a^d fled. 
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In Albion's Isle thy torch dM>iie bright, 
Till upsUmiminiom seiz'd the hehn ; 

No skilful pilot then to 8teer»«^ 
The foaming waves the ship overwhelm. 



Fair history, weeping, will relate, 
How William Pitt rode on the storm ; 
» And, like a forious demon, gave 
^ Corruption wings, chains to reform. 

Oh! freedom, take thy boundless course, 
Like the bright comet, to return ; 

And in thy journey light each shrine 
With fire that shall for ever burn ! 



Then let stem justice speed thy wing, 
Quickly thy impious foes o'ertake ; 

The distant beam of thy bright rays, 

Each despot's blood stain'd throne shall shake 



Nor will thy votaries oak in vain 
To set the patriot tree ! 

Thy s{Mt lives in every blade. 
That »lrf*e»/or Hberijf. 



Peace to the spirits of the brave, 
Who kindled freedom's holy fires, 

And Ml determin'd to be free ; 
The cause made sacred by their sires. 



«0 fVIIiKmS01^/S POSMC, 

TO 

HENRY BUOtJGHAM, Esq. M. P. 

On reading an account of the Duke de Angouleme receiTing 
the Sacrament, in presence of the French Army, hefore they en- 
tered Spain.— 1«J3, 



SoaB«,l»bii«id th^ <4M4dn, ^M the Mh, 
To all the sensual world proclaim, 
One crouded hour of glorious life, 
}s worth an age without a name. 



" if ye want victims, let those be 
**Tlife^T«^tftn«, #ho.y^urdfcaitis<ia??e wrought; 
" There is but one true victoiy, 
♦^^143 TO BE FREE, and you are not." 



TO crush 'fliy warriors' liberty] and aid 

The traitor monk and rebel r^egade, 

See! Angotiltemeihesacrameut.partake,^ 

To justify ihe1)igotrles oif state ! 

To force on Spain, by dint of murdering steely 

The Inquisition's hellish rack and wheel. 

Here gospel pity and compassion sbinea» 

While grim destruotiQiti waits in Gallia^ lioes ; 

Oh ! vile hypocrisy ! . tOcfHr^y and Imeel, 

And to Jehovah make thy loud appeal; 

Then delegate a vile, felonious band. 

To stab the freemen in«4]uBJg^bouriQg land $ 

Let loose the4og8 of war to xex^ and i^il 

The industrions peasant of his bapd^-eani'4 >tQiM 

A furious band of zealots France mau^taiosi— 
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Protects the xoUief s in tiietr ill«^4 faJM l 
While flasUsg swards arifi^ tad every Uoir, 
With wfii^ triumphi brh^ n lm>tb9r lovr. 

Was it for thb i»y oouDtiy waged the war» 
That hurl'd if «|M»leoa from the I«nperial •ewr ? 
Was it for tkisifae soldier toil'd aad bled 
To place a despot «t prcmd €r«lUa'fi head ? 
Was it for thisiife's c&rtm^B terreot tan, 
A bloody deluge^ iewsk ibe lieartof man ? - 
Was it for this you staja'4 ^ti^ ptaios vith ^ore^ 
Far from your friends, aad from yoi»r native lAore ? 
To place a wor^Ue^ r^ee npon iJmi Ihrone, 
From which ¥|be «tiigbty«OBqtteror had witUnMni ? 
Too oft the soUJer toilsome war parang 
Where bleed tfae^^maay to ««iridi die ffew. 

Let Intter anguigh g^sm each Bourbon jbeart. 
Till death, in all his ;lefrof8» mag tfae4art ; 
Then, to complete 4beJM>iirmr 9f tbeir^oom. 
May young Napoleon ^snaoile upon their tiHob, 
Let horror seize-on eviery despot'« breast. 
Their pride be hiinA>led, and tfamr fear ^onfei^; 
Let the braveiiieemimt wMb yiotorious amons. 
To haughty tyrants caivy fierce atenoos : 
Let every memaMm ^pasB a&d steep ra^xM* 
Teem with stem watrriors» aoraer feliHwa (Men; 
And on the brotottfear, o'erlitliaaiidfplaln» 
Speed the mid irengeanoe of insidted $fain. 
Then like thy teiT(Nrs,'0(msele«ce,^v£riiear, 
Shall flash the%ht of Ae VmriOm $jfmmr ; 
I see their ndnionstremUbig in fte^dbi. 
In vain their, neual'raflsals qpnoadtbeiiUflld, 
Etemitl jostles in^dbes, and in ibeir torn 
The people trinnph wioA. Ike oppl«HK»r8 nKHurn. 
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Finn in their Icnre, resistlesB in fheir bate, — 
Their arm is conquest^ and thek frown is &te. 

Reason sets boiinds to Kfaigs^ and limits crowns ;- 
The Spanish despot all restraint disowns ; 
His callous heart ne'er feels the goad within ; 
Few dread the censure, who can dare the sin : 
With superstition, strictly he conforms 
To canons, mhrlck, disci]^e, and forms ; 
With deep hypocrlBy and canting zeal, 
Pretends to labour much for other's ttealf 
To such excess tiie wild &natic runs 
To do a d6ed the man of honour dinns ; 
Does then the Gospel, in his weak account,— 
Or does the Saviour's i^rmon on the mount ; 
The gospel's gospel, — does the chosen Miss 
Teach him to urge severity like this ? 

The purity of true religton's known 
By no description better than its own ; 
With truth and reason it informs the mind. 
And nobly strives to civilize mankind; 
With potent vice maintains eternal strife, — 
Corrects the manners, and reforms the life. 
Virtue's the light by which religion's known. 
If this be wantog, heaven will that dfeown. 
God is a spitit, veil'd from mortal sight ; 
Amidst the splendoor of eternal %ht ; 
Mercies and judgments mark him every hour 
Supreme on earth, and infinite in power. 
Almighty providence ! thy fostering care, 
Has oft conducted thro' the storm of war ! 
Oh! by the hcdlow blast that moans around, 
That sweeps the mild harp with a plaintive sound. 
Midst reeling mountains and dispartiog plains, 
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Teli the pate worU-^Ae God of vengeaneere^fmi 

While he from high his rolling thunder throws, 

And fires the moontains with repes^ted blows:. 

Let Spain then feel the aoger of her God, 

Her monarch tremble, and her mountains nod ; 

Yet let proud Grallia/or a Hme prevail^ 

And freedom's champions, idielm'd by numbers, &il $ * 

All must be rain, for freedom's vestal fire, 

Tho' for a moment dimm'd, shall ne'er expire* 

To cheer the fremnen, and to bring, relief^ 
See ! Wilson comes, the gallant British chief. ! 
Before whose arm your foes have often fled. 
And black rebellion hid her gory head : 
European despots mourn'd the adverse blow, 
Which at Corunna laid proud Gallia low : 
On eagle wings the patriot banners borne, 
Their golden pinions bright as summer's morn ; 
The hated Lys of white no triumph lurings, — 
Fame waves o'er Gallia with low drooping wings ; 
Proud GaUia charges, — Patriots slow retires. 
But quickly turn and pour redoubl'd fires; 
Like Jove's own light'ning which from Ida rolls, 
And wings its terrors to the distant poles. 
Louder than £tna the wide concave rings ; ^ 

With thundering bullets, borne on Qery wings : 
Then force to force oppos'd, and numbers slain. 
While streams of blood deep dyed Corunna's plain ; 
Death grinn'd terrific in a thousand forms. 
Less fierce Vesuvius, 'midst volcanic storms: 
Corunna's plain deep" drench'd with hostile bk^, 
In equal balance long the conflict stood ; 
Fierce rolling fires at lastBiade Gaul give way, 
And yield the honour of the well fought day. 
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Since that bright morn, what iear» hafli freedom ihe<i 

To see her sons unto the slaughter led i 

Shiee that bright mom, what scenes of horror rise^ 

The brave Riego bonnd and strangled lies ! 

Soon as the traitors gave th' appointed sign, 

The fnrions mob in closer tomoh join, 

And bind with galling ofaain that manly hand, 

Which had difiWd its blessing o'er the land : 

The patriot chief to deatii's dark scene they bring. 

While shonts of vengeance make the concave ring i 

He, ^midst the scoffs of dire insulting bands. 

With heart unmov'd, and looks intrepid, stands ; 

With well'feign'd pity monks exdahning lond. 

With tenftrid fury fires the mad'ning croud, 

In vain their ardent eye balls sternly roU, 

Not all their threats can daunt Riego^s soul ! 

At length they drag him to the ftital tree. 

And slaves surround him whom he! fought to free. 

Upheld by conscious rectitude he stood. 

And pray'd for those wbo thfi^ited fcNT his blood ; 

Earth felt his grief,— heaven heard his dying groani^ 

And angels bear him unto mercy's throne. 

<< Hope for a season, bade the world fiireweil, 

«< And Freedom shrieVd when Don Riego fell ; '^ 

Earth shook — red meteors flashed along the ricy. 

And consdous nature rfmdder'd at the cry ! 

Like thegreen oak he flouridiM on the plains, — 

Ah! why this blow to shatter his remains? 

Butthough I joy, when soft along the lyre 

The sad notes linger on tiie trembKngwfire ; 

I pour not on thy urn tUs artless strain. 

The cold Apphmseof critic skill to gidn; 

Nor yet, witti JMfpon of unhaSowed «rt. 



l^rofkn^ the nktiv^ laiigMg^ itf the heart 
1 ask BO iBo'^W tb gfcfed divftie^rfame, 
Or hang their M<^somM dHisltei^ o'er thy tdntb ; 
t call no muse to d^k tti^ l6My shrine, 
No anget ikti th^ tyidiahi #T^aih to \vvfiie ; 
For o'er thy j^W «fe t«fttribt ibhg wM rti6nti&^ 
And twinoy with likiSi^l bongte, thy fUlmi nifti* 
Trust not to f%M)l^A^b^%hal ty^nt tftftig 
Will wind in Ofeh^^ till "Spm. Tee^ tils stihg; i 
He cares not n6w> if ^veif ^ep h6 te?ead, 
To reacb h^ tii^rbhe, be b^ ^ patriot's head i 
I trust another ^i^tus will be foutid 
To stretch ttte tyratit on th^ reeking^ ground ; 
Anoth^]^ Bl^ttlis bid a tyn^t d!e^ 
And sternly smile Witti Vengeinc^ in his bye. 
TtMithoor Ibft^ Ibbk^d for, vrheb the loud alarms 
Of Freedoih's Ishould fftkU fUSae all Spain to arms $ 
Asunder bnrst the tttquMiibti^s chains, 
That demon laihitig bartii^s Insulted plains^ 
The Inquist^on^ '\^th het' bloody hand. 
Spreads death abd fii&Ughtdr o'bi" that prostrate land i 
The hObry sii«s» the yobthd, and Matrons round, 
Immured hi diingbons, or in galleys bound * 
While bbarbtigbd gb6sf8 stalk b'br the plahi^ 
Where nought but night and desolation reign r 
't'hen hear, Oh hear ! your murdered bretheren^s cries^ 
And, roused by pity and by vengeance, rise ! 
Pluck every scckI of discord from your breast $ 
Be brave, — be one, — and heaven shall do the rest. 
Rise ! and on evefy plain and mountain side 
Quench in their blood each hau^ty tyrant's pride ; 
Revenge the wirongs brought down from age to agcf 
By fierce ibq^fbUs bnd Ugot rage : 
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And when the brave are marshalled on the plain, — 

The injored slaughtermg» and the oppressor dain ; 

Rash oa ye patriot%-^thunder forth dismay, 

And banish ill-timed pity from the fray ; 

Deal carnage roond, — io tffrcmis mate ii knowny 

The more that fisdl, the more the mercy shewn. 

Long as an hostile arm has power to rise, 

Strike ! strike ! a fetter bursts in each that dies : 

Forbid, indeed, that ere a supUanf s knee. 

Should vainly plead for mercy from the free ; 

That ere the sword unsheathed for htiman good. 

Should idly tamper in a victim's blood : 

But when suspended stands the awful chance. 

If Men in cHAiNs^or Freedom shall advance ; 

To doubt, is base, — to immolate, sublime. 

Strike ! sMkel ami save yourselves from <dudns& crime* 

Nor pine in dungeons doomed unseen to lie^ 

To live despairing, — unrevenged to die. 

<« Tes there are men prophetic hope may trust, ' 

<« Who slumber yet in uncreated dust ; 

*^ .Who sternly marking on their native soil, 

^^ The blood, the tears, the anguish, and the toil ; 

*^ Shall make each righteous heart exult to see,' 

** Rights to the slave, and vengeance to the free. '^ 

<< The last sad hour of freedom's dream 
And valour's task, moved slowly by, 

While mute they watch'd, till morning's beam 
Should rise, and give them light to die ! 

<< We swear to revenge tb^n ! no joy shaU he tasted^. 
The harp shall he dlent, the maiden unwed, 
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Out hallg shall be mute, and our fields shall lie wasted 
Tfll yengeance is wreak'd on the murderer's head! " 



^^ Far dearer the grave or the prison, 
Illumed by onepairiot namey 

Than the trophies of all, who hare risen 
On libeity's ruins to &me ! " 

^' And freedom hallows, with her tread, 
The ffllent cities of the dead ; 
For, beautiful in death are they 
Who proudly Ml in her array. " 



STANZAS. 



^(^ IBlBH^iiSTSTItii. 



When I g^e 
On the proud palace, and behold one man 
Feasting at ease, and lording over millions ; 
Thentara me to the hut 6f poyert|r, 
And see the wretched labourer, worn with toil, 
Divide his scanty morsel with his infants; 
I sicken, and, indignant at the sight, 
Blush for the patience of humanity. 

Southey's Wat Tyler, 



OH ! by our fathers' sacred shades. 
That hover o'er each patriot's tomb ; 

Whose plaintiye wailings now we hear, 
For Albion's and for Erin's moan. 
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In duDgeoQs deep tii^pMffi^t&l^yi 
Where ];^>a^is beiuc^lHi^c^^ 

Yet freedom stQl has joys in store, 
That amply will reward their pains. 



AtortyrakktiiB glorioua oanse. 

Which Hampden sealed with his Mood ; 
Russel and bold Sidney too, 

Against, the despot^ firmly stood. 



Crowns of freedom, which our fothers 
Bravely gained at Rnnnymede ; 

There degenerate sons now loses^ — 
Shame aitoiide'th»<M»wari^-dped. 



Stooping from the clouds, our sires 
Mark their sons' dejected state ; 

Nature's bi^^xiglit now denied tbem,« 
Treated with neglect imd hale. 



Haughty despots, for self interest, 
Ta;s them with an iron.hand; 

Like devouring locust^* eating 
The green verdure of the land. 



Like tbe wild wad flc^roe tprn^o. 
Spreading desplatioQ/round; 

Making, in its &tal progrefss, 
A lone desert of the ground. 
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Excise, that ffemon ssttt fipom hftl^ 

Tonn^lltor of tiie^ hiwndn raoe^ ; 
Oppression's huadMd forma it bears, 

And stoops to aB tliat'8:niean ancl base. 



In humbie guise the aoori^B came, 
Thi^MigliDiaiiy a year hvrep^atong; 

Titly holdeK grown^ iti^crestitrear^ 
And Btifoin's Ide stttl pveya vpon. 



« O see you not yon narrow road, 
So^ tyck beset wHh thorns and briers ? 

That is the path, taliberty. 
And mUii»98i alter it inqiiires. 



^ And see not ye that broad, broad road, " 
That is laid out so smooth and even ; 

That isx^prmi^tion's flowery path, — 
Thou^ some call it the road to heaven. 



Roused firom his death-like shunber. 
On yon blasted eastern plahi, 

Britain's Lion stands majestic. 
Spurning; at oppression's chain. 



Animated by hte presence, 
AfiUiona will applaud that mora. 

When titum^nt justk^e brings ftem 
Freedom'a rose, witboirta Hiors. 
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Magna Charta, that rich heirloom, 
By atern valour bravely won ; 

Valued gift of our forefathers, 
Bkth-right of each British Son. 



R^fieci on that unrival'd act, — 
On your fore&thers* martial deeds ; 

Thmk on those Peers of deathleai feme, 
Who met King John, on Thames's meads. 



LINES TO A FIELD MARSHAL. 



For martial men, wIm) on fktk sword, 

How ere it oonqaers, wear not 
The pledges of a soldier's word, 

Redeemed and pore, — ^we care not 

llooai. 



The garlands wither on yoor brow, 
Then boast no more your mighty deeds, 

Upon death's porple altar now 
See ! Marshal Ney, the victim, bleeds. 

His widow shall corse thee while life doth remain. 
And the orphan shall lisp back her cwses again. 



ME, whom no muse of heavenly bhrth inspires. 
No judgment tampers when rash genius fires ; 
Who boasts no merit but mere knack of rhyme. 
Short gleams of sense, and satire out of time ; 
** I know my humble song is sun^ in vain, 
'• That few will hear, and fewer heed the strain. " 
See where you sportive muite displays lidr charms. 
And feur re^ment wooes me to her aites ; 
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filer lyre hew strung, in the Ididiian shade 

I range, enamoured, with the tuneful maid^ 

Soaring aloft on fiuioy's airy wing, 

She strikes the lyre, her boldait notes to sbag^ 

With piercing eye^ undaunted as she roves 

Through gloonQr regions and Blysian groves^ 

She points to where yon base a^d sordid band- 

Preyson the vitals of their native land^ 

The true coercive power of the law, 

Which drives the people, which it cannot draw ^ 

Their constant theme, th^ burden of their song/ 

Subjects may err, but Ku^»€«a do no wrong* . 

Shennarks yon fiided chiefs upon wboee brow 

Britannia placed a wreath of fidrest hue ; 

The deadly nightshade now his temples bindy;-^ 

A plant congenial to his sordid mlnd*^ 

Oh! base ingratitude ! to lead that band, 

Which bridge-street vomits ov^ all the land ; 

They have their ptc&^td boot of rates to shew. 

Where every slave the price of life may know : 

Their country's &vours followed them in vain,-r- ' : 

They changed the circumstance, but not the men. 

Tins motley crew are arbiters of l^w. 

And keep less villains than themselves in awe;\ 

Blaze meteors 1 Ma9^ ! to me is still the aune. 

The cart of jusiiee, and the coacb.of shame. . ,. .. . 

The little knave, the laws last tribute pays. 

While crowns around the rich erne's chariot blaze ^ \ 

Yet these are puny sinners, — if you'll look 

The dreadful roll in &te> aojtbentic book : 

There Sid and Derry, names of ir^iAf reMonffii, 

May justly claim the Pandemomtim crom^.. - ' 

Say what availa tba^trophies conquest brifi^, / 7 / 
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If power, oppraMii^ li^v^eirs^n Iter #kl^ I 
If penal siatdtebiawe lii^ p^^rig^Mtit s^H^, 
And skves are tanght^ that Kings m^ 46 iko wtOilg : 
If modern 4eiipotB and their <M>d» of teiW, 
With whips and idtiBAEA thdl* wr^t^hefd 4dbj^«i «we ; 
Bid ropes Mid ^aEM teal thdit loHttt^^ docim, 
Or plnngetteMi fivlngiife tte dhfige<m'«Kfttfb ; 
If seven long y^atB tiiat^t% th^ t^nid ^^Itie^ 
While freedom mouYte he^ h^g d^iM^ t^ice^ 
«< When ffil^ntotts v^^mdity, gt-own bold, 
« Writa»<MieiU)ilbo80My-*4C> ih^M^^^M,'^ 
If stem tAMtfob) litethd batetyi j«#, 
Beneath xAiim bi^^iAm t^rddt^ ni^^t^ gttW | 
If stern taxation >«dtti Ite faHftdr^ tttwds, 
Spreads-deiM^tfM tt^Mrfbttftfil^ ttadidd? 
Where ere the seorpiM tiracks hk t^nd^M Way^ 
Prond commeroid «kskend, ^jaA tte atte 4eoay ; 
Not EgypV^ hift^nAM In tfadr ftdlest^s^af^a^ 
Was more d«tftrabtiv^ or ittore prone to hafni« 
Sick of a knd,>0rtvM fMa^ iMtJOa no mot^^ 
See liberty prep&md to quit our Jiidf« i 
Loath to depaft^me tiiinks I iaear fa^r my, 
<< Why nrge me thnoi) nttgfat^il ia»^ wmiy t 
<< For yon, I left proud Gaflia'* happy plains | 
« For yon, mi^n'd all AlHc to th^ ^aini : 
«' Here fondly fixM nQr lABt leiTed, favonirite S0at, 
« And midst the mighty nations ttiad^ Oe great ^' 
Her bright eye ghnees oross the Atiantto wave. 
And finds a people, po^tverfol, jnist, and braire ; 
She borsts indignant ftom the gftlMlig ohafA^ 
And wings fa^ fUgfat acfosi the wevtar n m^ i 
A mighty natfon ^imUAm^m tb^ hltfid^ 
To welcome fieedi^ m Ckdiiilibii^^»tttlrMd i 



wii;.Kii>fsairs Fosiic. n 



Freedom womidi fmAid^slkMmmlm^ Vei^— 
Freedom the linit»«fid-dMh Ibe veodnd choJDe^ 
Tet o'er the ebMriof Msefte, taf hAiafUrvEm 
A dajrk oloud cOmesti folndiodiil^ Beroer storms : 
«« YeU yet» dCiglMd^d IMH ! iV expeetM day> 
(« That breaks yOiir bHt^r cu{), is fet ail^y \ 
'< Trade, wealth, and Ssushiom adc you «tiU to Uetd^ 
*« And holy men give aeripture for the deed :*' 
Still) still, afais I o'er this uaiiappy iMud, 
A powerful faction rales with iron hand t 
In deepest sorrow^ the onee tuneful Nine 
Now droop, d^eat8d> orer fireedom*8 ebrine \ 
Round Alfred's tomb they plant celestial flowMPi 
That bloom perpetual in Aonian bowern. 
Though mute bis tunetid timguey— ^jitinet Us &«|<>- 
Tet not in sil^Me sleeps his &youiito lyipe ) 
That lyre which oft enlivened Thone's oool sbadei 
With music thrilling through the impervious g^de. 
From Danish fory, spreading o'er the land, 
Alfred retreated with his ardcmt band ; 
Celestial angels gUdUig in bb traifi) 
And music warbling rounds ip liquid Irlraia. 

Mary Queen of England^ 

■ iii nin II ii mm i p 111! li UWH I ■ M i il i lT I " If i I i-n . -^ i^ lfc 

Through crouds of airy shades she wiag'd her ii^t. 
And dark domiaiotis of th6 dil^ilt liigtit ; 
Swift assha pasTd, the flWng ghoftts wmdmur. 
And the pale spectres trembled at her view. 

Po>tJ. 

I II _ r i r > , . 1 I I , , I - . III 

ILL-FATED Wmomt itaoiat^iitif ^iottAf ns^ 
Wbat numbMs f«Ub6i fa «MelMfm6 piiai 
Btfore thy throne leMe jHf ««d^ ioOt m UMii,-^ 

It 
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llM tfraia SaittbOfildUMMdattfay 4 

n^ io^tre to a flaoadiig toroh WM tora'dy 

And many a Briton in its fory barn'd : 

•^ While • Booner> blitlie as tiiepherd at a wake, 

** Enjoyed tbe ghow» and danced about tlie stake; 

That fiend presided o'er the sable band, 

Deitfaied to curse, and to disgrace the land ; 

A horrid demon of infernal birth, — 

Moloch in hell, but Bonner cali'd on earth/ 

To Moloch's iNuming slirine tlie zealoti run^ 

As did the Persians to the rishig sun ; 

Low at the monster's feet, (monmfiil to tell !) 

All ratiks of men, and female beauty fell ! 

<^ Where was 4hine arm, O vengeance ! where thy rod^ 

<« -rhat smote the foes of Zion and of God, " 

To crush ptond Bonner, when his fiery car 

Was yoked in wrath and flaming firom afiur ? 

Think not, through ignorance or vain glorious pride, 

A God Supreme was ever yet denied ; 

Thine is the state, the splendour, and the thrdne, — 

An intellectual kingdom all thy own ; 

No doubting Aiheisi e'er was known on earth. 

Till persecuting Zealots gave them birth : 

t{ Christian hands inflict a heavy rod, 

Wi^^^those who feel it, seek, to know their God ? 

Pretended pious Christians y much I fear. 

Too oft iw practice are but Atheists hereu 

She views great Ridley through the dolorous ^ooai 
Now in Elyisdum with a golden crown : 
Shersees the mitered Prelate on a throne. 
Bright as the effulg^ce (^ th^summer nOQii : 
She sees the ^umjier s which her fiiry dopm'd . 
TofiiSii^.tortu^esandan early tolkib. , 

* Bisliep of I^ndoa. 
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Now robedln heavenly vests they take their way. 
Where purest ether sheds (H>nthiual day ; 
^^ For them the unfoding rose of Eden blooms, 
*^ And winged seraphs shed divine perfimies ; 
<< For them the spouse prepares this bridal ring,— ^ 
« For them young virgins hymeneals sing. " 
Here martyrs rest, who fell beneath the rage 
Of fiirious bigots, in a gloomy age ; 
Conscious Of guilt, the licensed murderers ttood^ 
And unrelenting ished Reformer's blood ; ' 

While frofii the centre of remorseless flanges, 
They rosid triumphant to the Elyuan plains. 

The Muse indignant glances at the page 
Of Britain's annals^ stain'd with Rome's dire rage : 
When, %f a foe e^j^pired^ the monks suborn 
Infernal shrieks, and fiends to haunt his tomb ; 
But, if a friendy \v\ih pious f rand ihey wave 
Redemption's banner o'er his haUowed grave. 

When John, desert^ by his nativid bands. 
Received his kingdom at tiie Legate's hands ; 
What Briton but revolts at haughty Rome, 
To see lluit Legate tread on England's crown. 
Wicklifife «nd Luther shone like meteors Inrigfat, 
And Rome's supporters struck with dread affiright ; 
Reviving reason mildly led the way, 
Tet monkish zealots«hun'd her cheering ray : 
Then saiqted villains^ in the Convent's gloom, 
Display'dthe fraudfiil eng^'ry of Rome ; 
For ages past, the unthinking croud deceived^ 
fiy crafty teachers, readily believed : 
J'rom their recesses driven, by Henry's rage, 
They stfttid unpitied on the historic pagie. 
Then Wven-born mercy, raised her drooping head, 



While 9Q|ier8liiioa to hm careras fled: 

Britannia's wealtk oo iMse to Rone was hMwm^ 

The conclaiii'« thottdera justly met wUh scour ; 

More liberal i h s w fiiir sdeaoe spread wpovod. 

And England edioed witii the joyM aoimd. 

Here she behoUa Orammr and LatiHdMr moir#» 

To sing the riches of Jehorah^s tmt i 

** Sweet as thathallowed andwm, senttalMiil 

•« BethMma'ashepherdsin tbalmely Tale; ** 

When, in the stilhwss of the noon ei nigMv 

To that famed vale beavett^s^chercrilia winged tbetr ttgM. 

Their golden l3rres tiie heat^ealx miMar^bfin^, 

And join in oooeeri to the Eternal King-; 

A siKiir-wkitB v«st each lerm ang^e wean^ — 

Each on Ilia aria a gaMen yiol beam ; 

Angels attetttire listen ta the hvf , 

And hail the marlyisito Hie realma of day. 

Around a starry tinmwy nddst da^Rg light, 

Hiere Mary's Tictima wait in order bright ; 

She hears the mar^rvs jcna lite gtorioba tbeme^ 

Of loud hosannas to Idbe One Supreme^ 

No longer robed in garb of regal state^ 

Where kneeHng flattavy^ ftiwas npiMft the^freat ; 

The siren sounds no longer' OiJin her breast^-^ 

Transfixed with guilt, her cbascience km»ws no rest ; 

Her former sjdendour ednH her feara contrel^ — 

The ocean's waters wo«dd not eleanse her soul. 

Now she, wilii # Danams^ fifty daughters, IlKves 

The fiery Hqnid firom Phbgethonls wavea 

* In the heathen mythology the fifty daughters of Banaus ara 
opndemned in the infenuJ r^ons tapcapeftiud lahiMiivby hmr^ 
ing a sieye to fill with water ; as a panishment for th« murder 
of th0b iMuAMUidsi) on the day ol marriage/ 
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Those cruel maids who in the bridal vest, 
Could plunge a poniard in each bridegroom's breast! 
To the sad sisters, Mary makes her moan. 
The mournftil sisters echo groan for groan. 
Prom the fllysian fields now iGuicy flies. 
To gloomy regions and infernal skies ; 
To where Phlegethon rolls its burning waves, — 
The flaming torrent Pluto's palace laves ; 
From thence hi nine meanders flowing round, 
Forms a dread barrier to the Infernal ground. 
Avemus, Acheron, Styx, and Cocytus, runs 
Until their waters in Phlegethon burns. 
No earthly splendour here allures the eye, 
No fruitful vineyards fan the burning sky. 
No tree is iseen through all the glades of h^, 
But cypress groves, and flowers of asfrfiodeL 
No streams as Derwent dmootb, as Derwent clettf, 
Are seen to glide their winding curr^it here ; 
The Stygian rivers water all this land. 
And, howling, echoes o^er the gloomy strand: 
Here Styx famed river rolls its sullen waves. 
The banks stBl orouded from deserted graves ; 
By Phito drove from Leflie's bealmg stream, 
Oblivion's draught to them more graleftd seem. 
Than all the spices that Arabia brings 
To bribe the avarice of the eastern Kings. 



<' Then died Mr R^H^n and Cbarftjrn^; 

And tiie fiend of intolerance gave 
Thy rulers to passienelitonaAn uH>tflM» 

And tbeteiid^io4heg!oMi«f <teft«m^ ^ 
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Richard the lliird. 



Flattery*! incense 
No more shall shadow round the gore-dyed throne i 
That altar of oppression, fed with rites, 
More savage than the Priests of Moloch taught^ 
Shall be consumed amid the fire of Justice ; 
The ray of troth shall emanate around, 
And the whole world be lighted ! 

Southey's Wat Tyler. 



AMONG the croud a gloomy chief appears 

And his rig^t hand a regal aoeptre bears. 

Sure this fell tyrant was not mortal born. 

But thrown from .£tna in a fiery storm ; 

A furio>us monster on that mountahi bred, 

«* Wolves gave thee suck, and savage tigers fed ; 

" Thou wert from ^Etna's burning entrails torn, — 

«« Got by fierce whirlwinds, and in thunder bom. '^ 

With blood*8tainM hands he wanders through the i^om* 

His monstrous crimes exclude him from the tomb. 

The fiend ambition led the de£f>ot on 

To snatch the sceptre from his bfotber^s son ; 

His guilty shade now rues the direful blow, 

That sent the Prince to ttie shadeg.beIow ; 

In frightful dreams, well might thy soul be torn, 

With dire forebodings of the impepdhig storm; 

The splendour of a crown no longer charms, , 

Now 9luniberiMg conscience rous'd the fierce alatms. 

Why sifpt he wUw)^ifk others were at rest 7 
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What were the fetra, that rankfed in Ub bra^ 
The shades of Rirers^ Gray, and Hastingi riset — - . 
Their mangled forms appal the tyrant^s eyes. 
Well might thy bosom heare convulsive throes* 
When Stanley left thee» join'd thy hostile foes ; . . 
From thy fierce eye there flash*d an angry tone* 
A firm resolve determin'd, though unknown ; 
Thy bristling locks of sables'— brow of gloom, — ^ 
And the wide waving of thy blood-red plume ; 
With some deep feeling it were vain to trace, . 
At moments lightened o'er thy livid face : 
The trembling minions, that beheld tliee neart 
In silence gaz'd, or whisper'd mutual fear. 
Tet thou wast firm, or had been firm till now, 
And still defiance knit thy gathered brow ; 
That eye, dark rolling, glanced the ranks dong, 
WhQe thou, in martial order, form'd the throng: 
Shades of the murder'd Princes glided near. 
And vengeance shouted in thy deafen'd ear. 

Richmond, long look'd for, is returned again ; 
He comes determined to assert his claim ; 
Their meagre arms the infernal fories wave. 
And drive their victim to the gloomy grave. 
Black fate l?(ung o'er thy short and cruel reigny— - 
Stem vengeance stretch'd thee upon Bosworth plain ; 
The diade of Edward, hovering o'er the field, 
Sped the keen jav'lin through thy massy shield : 
Unfeeling monster in the human form. 
Thou fell unpitied in the battle's storm ; 
'Twas justice nerv'd the arm which brought thee down ; 
A greater ^tyrant never wore a crown ; 
Thy cruel deeds to distant ages borne, — 
The d0spoi Richard^ still is Bngknd's scorn ; 
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Torwhemhi9fivmn€fkalted4Mi}djfMl *f'' 

ifcfie withering fled, and inercy rigtwd fi^^ 
In Tain he begs to go where Lethe rolli 
Its magio waters to departed 8oob» 
Here, at a distance, through the gloom is seen, 
Fierceforms of warriors on the Elyslan green ; 
O'er golden sands, throngfa scented groves, that leads 
To cooling arbours and enaflaeU'd meads, 
The Elysian rivers gently glide along, 
More prized than neotar by the happy throng* 
In vain the spectre strives to gain the plain. 
Where blaoming pleasure holds her sportive reign ; 
Phlegethon's fiery tide a barrier forms, 
More fierce tiian Heela, midst volcanic storms. 
A croud of ghosts the tyrant's i^de surround, 
And urge him forward ^dtk terrffie sound ; 
Eternal justice soon unveiled his seheme«— ^ - 
The crown he grasp'd/it — vanished like a dream. 
Depraved Indeed, a Prince of York's great line, 
Unawed by precepts moral or divine ; 
No more he views proud Windsor^s lofty domor-* 
Tartarean regions are his dismal home; 
Near Pluto's palace, in the infernal vale. 
Whose towering summit overlooks all bell. 
;Here he beholds the rebd on his throne, 
Crown'd with Narcissos, near Proserpine's dome : 
The fiend reluctant forced the nymph away, ^ ^ 
While she through Enna's flow^ meads did stray ; 
Through all the g^my reabn they hail her Qaeen, — 
^ FlmeMoloeh^s mistreat in her train is seen; 
Twice twenty nymphs attend bar royal call. 
And sable damsels tilrong the Pan^an hall; 
A crood of noble |;fao(^ the dome surround,. 
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Who wait on ^Ulo tfarov^ tte kifertel ground. 
iThe rebel stttgibU faere, in gloomy ffete^ 
Attend their SoreUe^ and Ud ordfi;^ wait t 
With inward ptide h^ Tiew9ih»pf|lli<lriy lram» 
Which once he iharahard oil iht ethereal plain ; 
Where heaven's btigfaicheruha, wbo the tntari did lirield) 
Surpaai'd the nmtilidrs df Pdltowa'a^fai ) 
Or when DIsriuiEi^ wifii bi^ Petaian band, 
Fought Ale^xaoder^ 6n Suited Ismif strand. 

Thetnimp0lisoimddd5 by arofaongida biown, 
The martial sunmlcrtis on the winds was borne ; 
In the dread front, two towen^iD^ oMdlB were deefi,**^ 
Alike their atatttf ^y but ni^ike their mden. 
Here MichsBl shone in UeaV^nly aortnoor bright^ 
That east a Tadiaxioe like median li^ i 
Justice, with mercy tempered ><^n bis tMn 
Revenge attended Bdial on Hw plain ; 
His piercing eye snrteyed aniiinBbered fil^-^ 
A ngel» dehided by Us erafly wiles ; 
Here rebel angifta ftrmi'd the eiDbattled line, 
There heaven's btflglit Cohoris in dose eolnmn shine. 
In one firm ovb tiie baiids^ were tangled around, 
A host of seraphs brightened all the ginonmd ; 
The immortal legions fofrm'd hi dread array, — 
No pen but MStdn'a, can descfrtie tiiat dtoy : 
'Twashe, vAkt late in lofty numbers wrote. 
How Michael eMf^faer'd, and hcrw BeMal fought; 
Angela to poetry attuned Ids tiongue. 
Inspired his thoughts, and moralized his song. 

Stretch'd in Ms kennel, ukmstrods Cerb'rus sqpiei 
The inhuman tyrant* as be feat fill flies : 
It barks, it bowb ! tbs dteadM sound he hearse 
Which, for tile ftrsi time, wik^ Mii guilty feairs; 
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And w^U it may, for at the hideous yell, 
The guilty tremble through the deeps of hdL 
At sight of this grim porter, now he turns, 
Which seen, dread Pluto with red fory bumsf 
Swift as he moved, he lifted in his hand 
The iron sceptre, ensign of command ; 
Then grasps the key which locks the brazen gate. 
Where sin and death in ghastly triumph wait : 
Commissioned, in alternate watch they stand. 
The Stygian portal and the road command. 
Now waving fierce his iron rod on high, 
Arrests the tyrant as he strives to fly : 
He strives to fly where Acheron rolls along 
Its hissing waters to the guilty throng ; 
Thence, under cover of the Stygian gloom. 
To pass unheeded by Ixion's tomb : 
But vain his efforts made to gain the way. 
That joins these regions to the realms of day ; 
No ; — could his swiftness o'er the winds prevail,. 
Borne on the pinions of the western gale ? 
• All were in vain, — his guilty race is run. 
To him no more shall rise the morning sun. 
And now he sees upon the Elsquilian hill. 
Inhuman Nero get of fire his fill ; 
Rome darts its flames where ere he turns his head,- 
All hopes of pardon from his breast is fled ; 
Phlegethqn's fiery tide the hlU surrounds, 
Like ^tna flaming through the Stygian bounds. 

And now behold griin Orcus drives alobg 
YoAband of despots, for to join the throng 
Of Cortez, Pizarro, Guzman, Gonzalo, 
Who drank the blood and gold of Mexico. 
See Montezuma ! bound in galling chains ! 
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The powerful Inca of these rich domains ; 

By hellish craft his empire from him torn, 

Wb soul, uneonquer'd, shew'd a noble scorn ; 

He tore the bandage firom his bleeding wound, 

And dash'd the cordials on the trembling ground : 

In vain they talk'd to him of shades below, — 

He feared no hell but where such Christians go ; 

For, when he saw regardless heaven look on, 

He cursed Spain's God, or thought that they had none ; 

The bloody mission still disdain'd to hear. 

And for his country drop'd the manly tear. 

Inhuman monsters ! for the thirst of gain. 
To torture millions with excruciate pain ! 
The cruelties they suffered there were such, 
Amboyna's nothing, — Spdn outdid the Dutch. 
The debt of nature paid — ^no more they mourn ; 
All earthly troubles rest within the urn. 
Peace to thdr ashes, — ^but their blood will rise 
And call for justice from the avenging skies. 
Did that Redeemer, (who we all agree. 
Came to his people for to set them free,) 
To make a convert, ever one law gave. 
By which converters made him first a slave ? 
Happy the savage of those early tames. 
Ere Europe's sons were Miown, and Europe's crimes ; 
Gold, cursed gold ! slept in the womb of earth, 
Vnteliiis mischirfs^ as unknown Us worth; 
Afric and Asia still for Europe toils. 
And greedy plunderers riot on their spoils. 
O ! be that hour involved in endless night, 
When first their streamers met the natives' sight! 
« Ye Gods of Afric ! in that dreadful hour, 
*^ Where were your thunders and avenging power, 
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^ To smite the tmnUhif Wftimi^ and fit th^db^^dc 
'' To dash their fletft» t^m the {mint«d m«li ? ^' 
Thanks, Figbleoiur G^d* tbi^^^jjtredotMMeii tbiM«-^ 
Yon flashing %btBii}|^ gxive the di^adfill «Si^* 
No writ ftf «m9r oto the e^ilty bpllis,^ 
To quash the vtvdiot of th^ EtortMi Kittf; ; 
The mine» of CUH ltdr» will Bcrt arad, 
NofeeforpIemUng m the eotirt of t»ll. 
Tbeit fute is fix -d^ th^ir biwdy ccmi^ far ma. 
No more they dMtIr in bl%hl fcyrtane'ft smr ; 
No more their 3)^90^ boQOOi^ o«D tbeot wrer^ 
The fierce AJeeto, rfanft^ frmnr yot) wttv« ; 
She comes, from dfep«ii nigbt tile ftiry sprkigB, 
^< With grim de«ir«etioi» m&ite oil be? Wh^^ 
<< The fiiry beards wbM^ on ATternut brinks 
«' Her 8iiak«» untied mlpbiireoas wnten driftk ; 
<' A hundred snabes her gteony Tisagir abade^ 
" A hund«#d mvp^f^gmtrd Iwr horrid bend •' 
In her right bamd a Uoody aeonrge dM sbabtt. 
That bloody scouvge^^tb^dai'UDg of her dnd^ea^ 

A substitute for <9ie dr^dad rMk and iribeel, 
I've seen the scourge applied wiibfiarnvs aei^i 
With feeling bemrt !'▼# seM the torturn^ lad^ 
With fiend*like fbry ttie brave iObSer slaab^ 
Then dowir bia baefc descends Ae crbnaoii atain,^-^ 
My heart bsieb with aywpathelie paitt, 
Hear'st tbovt iba v)ctiM> flight and Kneana depttK ? 
The piercing accents sure araat reack tby h^tt ! 
Yet hearts usnae^ed ooirid bear tbe victim's eria^ 
Till nature, Mi&g, beared ednvidsive sigbs ; 
The bbM)d mn trickliitg; dowir faiamaaigled ftmier. 
Oh ! foul dishonour to the Christian namel 
Some hearts are bard^d Hhe tba flinty roobi 
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No fellow-feeling for the humble flock. 

With hand still ready, and with heart as black, — 
With voice as ready to decree the rack, — 
O'er the bound viaUm, a©e the ift$M rave, 
Till &te indignant hurls him to the grave ; 
Late for repentance, (not too late to die,) 
With not a friendly hand to close his eye. 
So perish all, whoAi bfeai^ ne'er laarn'd to glow. 
For other's good, ot melt at othe;t's woe. 
At HuU that tyraqt dr^tv Ui Iiitnt bftath,— 
Humanity exulted in his death. 
Humanity ! thou lovUest power below, 
Thou kind coupler of the breast of woe! 
Some dead, — some living yet, — ^the Muse could name, 
Whose honest hearto«tiU Mi for oAer^spain. 

To hold the reins, reqmres a steady hand. 
For soldiers are not the most docile band ; 
Tet there are modm of puoishQieQt to ftw«, 
Without the la$t (s^tfw^ of martial hw« 
E'en rigid foifs, wlmn they Qon4ew»f mmdi^f 
And pray to Qod for morcy on the sovd. 
I trust, tiiat he who mercy here denies. 
Must never hope for mercy from the skies. 
Be kind, belHunbl^ ilerdfblandjilst^ 
In providence alcHM pllt aU thy trdflt; 
For what thoii hast, tohimgiveaU thopraiso. 
Or never bo^pa to oMet wtthhafiirf daj^. • 



But the Angel of F're^ddtti isHOW <)tt the Wteg» 
And her missiofii is iK^y afld gmnd ; 

To the people^tte bk)dm of the oliv# to bftaig*, 
To tyraptcH^-the fhuAi of the feiraiid. 
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S^ASf^AS. 



Hark to yonder milk maid singing, 
Cheerly o'er the biimmio^ pail ; 

Cowslips all around her sprmging^. 
Sweetly paint the golden Tale. 

Never yet did courtly maiden 
Move 80 sprightly, look so fair ; 

Never breast, with jewels laden. 
Pour a song so void of care. 

Shbnstone. 



HAST thou not teen •ome maiden fkir. 

When evening brought the noUhed for houtt 

Step slowly o'er the dewy vale, . 
And stop to pluck the new Mown flower? 



Hast ihou not seen the youthful swain^ 
With hasty step, pursue the maid ; 

When twilight spread a gentle gloom, 
And lovers court the evening shade ? 



Borne on the downy wings of love j 
Unto the lonely grove they hie ; 

And plighted vows are freely made,— 
ffiih (hee alone I'll live and die. 
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Upon love's altar, bards a flame 

Bright as the rosy star of morn ; 
And youth/enamour'd, &ns the fire, 

On hope's gay pinions fondly borne. 



In summer's eve I often strayed 
The forest's lonely woods among; 

And in the waving, leafy grove. 
Have framed the snbjeet of my song. 



I love to hear the woodlark wild. 
The redbreast, and the linnet sing ; 

The thrash and blackbird's lofty notes. 
That welcome in the genial spring. 



What tho' in richer plames array'd, 
The birds from foreign groves may shine ; 

Their mnsic cannot be compar'd 
With the sweet notes of Britain's clime. 



'Tis sweet on sammer's eve to see 
The lambs, that gambol on the green ; 

To hear the bleating ewes recall 
The wanderers from their playful scene. 



'Tis nature in her lovliest dress, 
Unawed by tenet, text, or tale ; 

Stranger to all the guile of art. 
Her temple is the flowery vale. 
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Around her alter, i¥OodbUie wUd> 
And the wOd rofl0 nnfoUte its flower ; 

The kingeap and the prinnrrom prie. 
That BwmOy soMti the lover's tiotrer. 



The cowdip in bright fMoHf Atesij 
The vidirt Vim, and lily white ; 

The jasmine and tbe daffodS, 
Arrayed in Tarien« etAoara bfight. 



The vine her eheefifig <dti9t6ni po<m 
From natnre^a overflowing bom ; 

In her Mt lap rfie ako bfhigs 
I'he staff of life^— Ihe yellow eom. 



la nature'a vdlttme affll I mmmI 
Tbe wiE>rbifig8 of Mi m%b(y battd ; 

To him be ad'ortttiort pidd, 
Whose wffl no morleil ean withstand. 



To his all botmteons hand we owe 
Tber <Aolcest gifte ore6r&>tt brings ; 

When autnnm waives wfArg^Men graln^ 
AB nft^nnet, joyo^^ tan^^and i^i^. 



Till death FU read M^ Ihat fidr pager 
The wonders in oreatlon'tf plan ; 

For all from €(od is hem derhred^-^ 
The mite^ fbe Uott, and the nmn. 
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That viiIgiiFQti«ds Baobs^;^ 

Let no iMitutitt tffr^onhreal^ 
The flttnubmi •< «9i 909t. '' 



UKESk OftF 

Mr. Scartetfs Poor Bill, 1821. 



-^*T- 



For all; batman, with arrogant selfishness, 

RobW from Ym weaker feilom^ flitanrea the paor, 
Or gives to pity, wBat he owes to justice. 

Ao«ti»yf9Watt!yl6t. 



<«OURhiiwb>w^o^far-ftdbt^a8»iwrttyMk 

<< And stron^^ ooMpnUiMi pliHis ttn^floiMp Arom pdde : 

Borne down rMkiaAnmik watl4 Mih ifcMy fami; 

Droop8».Biaii;tlBu flog^arat fi»m tito ifiortbem 

WMe, 8oiToiiteg^<thMe|r«a<A!ltedi0d acm^ 

<< And the cold QhadiBKitf: Biaate maosv ^ 

When crafty lawj^BSvanii tfaffar code of kmtv 

Would tlataniatt ^ttana^ from'th* pooFwiU^ 

Galls for a cloudi toidaiifaiuaK theft yean^ 

And 8ap^. go spmd them im IhBvatt of iear^: 

They m%hil as. Witt iu»iHi«ad the t^^ 

Of wild SKhnJa^ iMv^readcqpotMigm 

M 
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If there's a day mark'd in tbebook of &tey 
When that repeal is sanctioned by th^ state. 
Sank in these bonds to millions, what avails, 
Who wields the sword, or balances the scales ? 
Though on his goilty cheek no blndi should g^ow^ 
Still let me mark hun to the poor a foe; 
That deed, like pictnres which offend the eye, 
Mig^t well make ****#*•* his own works deny! 
Remembers heaven has an avenging rody 
To smite the poor is tneason agamst God. 
In vain the name of virtne they put on, 
Who preach tup oharity and practise nohb; 
Who own a God. pretended homage pay. 
But neither his nor human laws obey ; 
Tell me no more what other's hearts endure. 
For some hearts ache not while their wealth's secure: 
'Tis sometimes found, tiiat hearts once good and kind. 
Leave, step by step, humanity behind. 

Tet let lis hope, nor droop to low despair. 
See the light tenants of the barren air ; 
To them nor stores nor granaries belong. 
Nought but the woodland and the pleasing song y 
Tet our kind heavenly Father bends his eye 
On the least wing, that flits along the sky; 
To him they sing, when spring renews the plain, 
To him they cry in winter's piercing reign ; 
He hears the gay and the distressful call. 
And with unsparing bounty fills them all. 

Droop not, when all your scanty stores aflEord, . 
Is spread at once upon the sparing board ; 
There, as the parent deals his hard-eam'd stoie 
To his young o£fspring, and can give no more ; 
«< Hope says, his manly race shall yet assuage 
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'* Their fethere" wrongs, and shield his later age. 
<< What though for him no Hybla sweets distil, 
^^ Nor blooming vines wave purjde en the hill ; 
^' Hope says, when silent years have pass'd away, 
*^ That when his eye grows dim, his tresses grey, 
«' These busy hands a lovlier cot shall build, 
** And deck with fiedrer flowers his little field. 

Droop not, when worn the homely robe appears. 
While on the roof the howUng tempest bears ; 
A firesh supply shall feeble life sustain, 
A fresh supply shall clothe these limbs again. 
I do not mean tiiat charity should flow 
Without restraint f upon the sons of woe ; 
A feeling heart, with an impartial hand, 
Should deal the bounty to ti^ needy band ; 
By these directed, and by these approved, 
Man lives a blessing, and be dies beloved : 
The poor then smiles beneath his righteous hands, 
And heaven for him her joyful gates expands* 



<^ By long experience taught, we now 
Can rightly judge of friends and foes; 

Can all the worth of these allow. 
And all their faults discern in those. " 



" Relentless hatred, erring love, 
We can for sacred truth forego ; 

We can the warmest frletid reprove, 
And bear to praise the fiercest foe. 
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ON READING THE 

VISION OF JUDGMENT, 



Wretched and guilty souls, where now their audacity? 

Where now 
Are the insolent tongues so readir of old at rejoinder ? 
Where the lofty pretences of pubKc virtue and freedom ? 
And in the hnUw of amseksB toiindi the w«MniOidi 

of faction, 
Preedon, Invaded Hlghts, Oorraption, and War^ and 

Loudly enounced were heard* 

Seulfetey's Tisiwi of Judgment 



I HAVE read Southey, in lasbeUer days. 

When freedom's muae adom'd his manly lays ; 

Then evejy thought came pure from that rich mine, 

Strongs was the verse and pointed «very Upe, 

Mistaken man! to prostitute thy fiune. 

And barter freedom for a Laureat's name ! 

Renounce the manly tenets of thy youth, 

And call tiiat fcUaehoodj which thou wrote for truth / 

With pleasure on thy iK^cents I have hung, 

Ere flattery's poisoa chilL'd thy patriot toi^gue. 

Thy Vision,— say what demon did inspire? 

It was no Muse that strung the Poeti lyre ; 

It was a spectre of a hideous form. 
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Begot by fbry, of 8elf«iiitere8t born; 
Tbe very devQs Bed with wild afihrigiit 
To seek concealment in the diades of night 
Oh ! sink that Vision deep in Lethe's streanii 
Oblivion's waters yet loay hide the theme : 
Poor as t am, for wealth of Chili's mine, 
I'd not be author of that verse of thine ; 
I'd rather toil for bread, in climes unknown. 
Beneath the scorching of the torrid zone ; 
Even in the desert, the still voice within, 
That whispers comfort above glory's din, 
Thai voice would cheer my spirits in tiie storm, 
Though death seem'd hovering in his ghastliest form ; 
I'd brave the desert with as parch'd a lip. 
As the bold sea boy in his foundering ship : 
I'd rather go and seek the lonely cave 
Of some kind savage o'er the foaming wave, 
To range with freedom^ call each grot a home. 
In nature's garden, where all steps may roam. 
On Greta bank* the Laureat takes his stand. 
And rests, exulting in the Promised l4<md ; 
From barren deserts he has gainM rich plains. 
Where milk with honey flows, and plenty reigns; 
Iiike that fiuned leper, who, in Jordan's flood, 
Wash'd of the stafais caqsed by corrupted blood ; 
Cleans'd and converted, blessed &ose who know 
The pleasures which from true conversion flow; 
Having the Lord's good gr^tce before his eyes. 
He steps forfli boldly, and he gains the prhse. 
True, he reveres the hand by which he's fed. 
The donor blesses for his daily bread; 
Or, by vast claims of higher import bound, 
Is always bumble, always grateful found ; 
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^ For 'tis their doty, aU the kamed think, 
ft' To uphold that cause by which they eai and drink. 
For Bards like this, a wreath shall Canning bring> 
Lined with the softest down of folly's wing ; 
Then round each head the gaudy eniSign ware. 
And pensions mark them for a willing slare. 
He chose as one to whom it did belong, 
For social peace to irritate the throng ; 
Points the dire stroke at patriots not alive, 
Then at the bold Reformers who survive : 
Hence the strange &ncies of the Bard, who hears 
Things never thought of, sounding in his ears. 
Now HEAVEN ALONE men's consciences can try, 
And HE HIMSELF coudemUs them by and by ; 
Hastings and Burke, to heaven each allot, — 
Pensioned apostate, tyrant, and what not 

, more like a demon sent from hell. 

His deeds let adulation blazon well ; 
His mercy, such (M wolves shew to the lambst 
Beardless of the bleating of their dams : 
He ravaged India through her wide domain. 
And Princes shudder'd at his dreaded name. 
Like Clive, ambitious for to keep his hold. 
He scaiter'd want and poverty for gold ; 
His avaricious, dark, and callous mind. 
Felt no respect for creatures of his kind : 
From his fierce glance the native Princes turn, — 
That haughty glance which made the mighty mourn ; 
Fierce as when Satan from his fiery dome 
Marshal'd the legions in the Stygian gloom. 
*< No vulgar hero Milton's Muse engage ; 
" Nor earth's wide scene confine his hallowed rage. 
** How are we struck with terror and delight, 
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*^ When angel with archangel copes in fight ! 

** When great Messiah's out-spread banner shines, 

*^ How does the chariot ratSe in his lines ! 

I am snrprisedy that one with Southey's sense, 
Should write so harhly oa a mere pretence! 
This groundless vision swinuning in his head, 
He neithei" spares the living nor thedted ; 
On dead, on living had he thrown less dirt, 
Nor truth, nor christian cl^urity were hurt : 
The juggUng fiend, that broke the Laureaf s rest^ 
Appear'd like discord in her sable vest. 
To prostitute thy self to such a b##*h. 
Like loving Satan when he hug'd the witch ! 
Well might the paper Arink beneath thy hand,— « 
The ink turn pale within Ihe silver stand. 
Freedom endeavours by all loving arts. 
To heal divisions, and unite men's hearts ; 
Not through the widened breaches rudi to storms , 
And rioin what she labouis to reform* 



'< Reform, reform, the swinish rabble cry 
Meanings of course, rebellion, blood, and riot ; 

Audacious rascals ! you my Lords, and I, 
Know 'tis their duty to be starved m quiet. " 



'Tisall a dy hoal ! the alarmist alarming ! 

For there'sjiot the least symptom of rising or arming* 
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METRBAT 

or «n 

Pl(OM 



—■■■ ■HI » »>T n»<l' H i'l M ■mtJM N ' |« H i < » ^ l «M | 



Haik to tkatm ^ 

Inconntless echoes^ throa|p]i the.moantaiiis ring;, 

Startliiig pall^ miw^ ovrlier stany throve 



The discord grows ; tuTpale death shiits the sceae, 
And o'er the c » iiqq er>* «i(^lb»'«ettqMfe(l dmws 
His cold and bloody shiond. 

Shell/s Qneen Mab. 



fiELLON A w]|fe{>«F^ m • f^M hom^ 
** Tr» tke d¥etid H mm mU ef IkmperMpmDeit; '^ 
Europe astoniih'd vtowB tfqr laai^ttBl J bc As 
60, break A^ soeptves Hto^* lite Ug^ted reeds f 
While iu thy g^rasp thou holds sorromidiiig lands^ 
Like fierce iEgean with his hundred hands. 
Thy daring spirit still disdain'd ropose,— 
Go then and combat with stem winter snows ; 
And through the msMttftcf i 
Extaid the hfloUdM ftf 
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Th^y maraii trfaunilhiilit irtth tin^ Kba^ ^ Khigd. 

Each colunui iKtofled by la oluif li^itetwa'd^ 
Who^ Tiitoty M bad with br%hl ItmrM tnrdT^Q'd : 
Ftt96 Ifapqleom / lilry rcgjone re»d^ 
And veteras 4haiet ckn l» tamt^i^h attmd ; 
Yat'tKoy infiiie nc^^ jId Na^teos^vddea,-^ 
And who dare qte^tiofl ati^t tfaAt be decides t 
A hi^ detamuiolir» nd k ^aaoe Ihai «Mk 
Their thoi^hts frain otiiets b^ a fliagb hiokt 
There fame regalrdiMB ttMl who r^igm or btefda^ 
With aU h^ bltiulh r^miada hii mi^ 
The Impeitel ehie^ the Cmat of tbd age) 
Whose acta tiM wonder of tbb world Engage : 
Proudly h^ WMroiMHi on^ iiid» Toid of feaf » 
Smiles at the shaking df dli^ Riwsiiali flp^ar : 
Her hardy natirai Riteftia aendaUi vaioy 
To check his firtglefls ml tiii^ boettto i)iaio ; 
Each fights, as in hiK Ana tito ittip^rtaiLt day 
And all the £Bite <rf his great kfi^ef ky : 
And blc|od ii taoAgled iHtb ih^ Afirim^ n^eami 
Whteh rans all t^f tU the moaning h^am^ 
None sued, for mex«y kaivw her etj was vain,*^ 
The soUffir died ii^ofi the hiirre&plailK. 
On Moinow'« wmHisf the Gallio standards fly ^ 
His &me extended to the poMr shy: 
The torch wm lighted aifd the flaaie was spreesdi 
And carnage imiled cipoo her diUly bread : 
Itwaitoolato to eheek the wasting brfiAd» 
And desolation reiq^ tteftayshtd knd. 

Returning wihMr centos m dfead arriiy, 
Oh hide I Kapdbbii^ Me^at fiital day ! 
The veteran le^^teifei^ wIm> with thee had torn 

N 
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Each haughty moaarcfa from hta regndTtlmme, 

Now strires io vain to brave the wintry stoftii, 

That howls aroond tiiem in its direst form : 

Troops of bold yonths, bom on tiie distant Soaney 

Or sounding borders of the rapid Rhone ; 

Or where the Sdne her flow'ry fields divides. 

Or where the Loue through winding vineyards g^id^ 

The Gallic eagles, that so oft had stood 

Planted in hostSe fields, and stremns of blood ; 

So wont confederate enemies to reach. 

And soar triumphant in the fiital breach ; 

Or pierce the waVring foeman's distant linen. 

The hardy veteran with tears resigns. 

In long extended nmrch, and loose orrs^. 
Retreating columns shape th^ rugged way ; 
Death (Us approaches terrible) imparts 
An anxious horror to the bn^est hearts. 
Well might the Gallic soldier learn to fear ^ 

The savage Cossack hov'ring on his rear. 
Sudden as lightning darting on the foe. 
Seen like the flash, remembered like the Mow ; 
The air resounding with the dolefiil cries, 
Of croaking ravens in these northern skies, 
A living cloud, they closed each column round, 
And tore the dying ere they reached fte ground* 
Inured from earliest youth to war's alarms, 
To stand unmoved amad the shock of arms, 
Their courage unavailing now was found. 
While tens of tiiousands strew the frt>zen ground ; 
The captive legions Russia now detams 
In painfril bondage and inglorious chains; 
The legions droop, bridle scenes of horror rise,. 
And with tremendous gloom assault the skies ; 
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A barren waste now opens to their view, 
And all the terrors of eaeh breast renew; 
Along the dreary plwn, whose frozen wild 
With joyous note no travdler e'er begoiled ; 
The raven croaks, and, as if fill'd with pain, 
Fierce howling dogs do to the moon complain. 

Their spirits sink; the sinews of the brave, 
That crippled Europe, shrunk before tiie slave ; 
In Russian dungeons Frenchmen clank'd their chains, 
Or tott'd or perish'd on Siberia's plains ! 
Then fimded spectres to the legions rise. 
And all their triumphs vanish from tiieir eyes ; 
While to stern death they see their friends consign'd, 
Foreboding melancholy sinks each mind : 
No dirge, save where the wind, with flitfol moans. 
Howls as it bleaches tfieir nnburied bones ! 
Near and more near the shrieking ravens skim, 
And wUd dogs revel on the frozen limb. 

Arm'd with the terrors of the wintry storm. 
Death met the soldier in his ghastliest form ; 
With cold and raging hunger sore opprest. 
Think what emotions laboured in his breast 
The sun of Austerlitz no l<mger beams 
Its genial influence on the frozen streams ; 
Marengo^s glory now is on the wane. 
And Jena's garland withers on this plain ; 
The laurels won at Lodi loose their bloom. 
While ghastly hunger seals their torturing doom ; 
Bow'd to the earth, well might proud Gallia mourn, 
Her laurel'd heroes never must return ; 
To where the Garonne, Rhine, and Var divides. 
With tfieir clear streams, the ocean's swelling tides. 

The fleeting glorios of Napoleon's reign, 
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Were aU laid pr«)(i(bftt^ M tko^ fiNOiem pl^ 

'Twas this alo^e ^^Akh ItM thjp troi^bi^f h»% 

Thy orown 9Jkiemfki^dmvmk\m»i^i^ At bfawr^ 

'Tistrae, &i(A ffl^?^ 4^ «»My n splf »Mk digr* 

A blaze of |^«^ «fe tiKm fii4«st anay ; 

ThouhadQi^?q«wdi»^raalis.Qf vw^ 

Where the Mi4 »9MiQt WW iMisbt hMk9tir'9 9»t ; 

Mars aA4 B«IiQii«i €JMw'4 4i<ee fort^K^r QW«i» 

Aud proudjQr remi ibmM> Urn Impeml Hurooe. 

" There breathe Imi &w whose aspect eoiild d^ 

" The foil eneQ«iit^«f bis smvchins fift^^ 

" He had thei^ift,, whm dMOvittg'stgMe wo«M Qtek 

'' To pcohe htohecurt «Rd wiit^ bis ohMBgtot <!^bB#k* 

'' At once the ob^r^ev'tpaipesfa to eip^r 

» Ai>d Q« hlNmlf rott bfli^ his^semtiiiy. 

His name coqUt SttAdjMi,. and his: wt» soifiEtte ; 

But they that fiMur'di him dared not ta despiif : 

He knew hunseU deteoMU hat he km^m 

The hearts thai loaA'd hhn orwobM and dreaded too. 



<< I have warred will a wwM which Taa^paahad neonly 
When the meteor of Conquest ^Ujue4 me tPO fw,— 

I have coped witii the Natioiis which dread me thus bnaly. 
The last single Gaf^^ U>^ mWicm l»i wai|! '^ 

" Oh I for the Teteran heart? that if ere wasted. 

In strife with the storm, when their battles were won,—. 
Then tiiel^lA, wboQ^fiWe ip thiil WMHMi^ was^Uairto^ 

Had still soared with eyes fixed on Victory's Son,! ** 
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J\rot$$ ta Oulloden. 



THK haUleof Falkkk was foonplU on the 22ni. qf 
July, 1S98. Edward the First ccmimaxided the En^^ ; 
John CQiomm> Regeat of Scotka)d» and Sir WflUam 
Wallace, the Scots. Writers of that period say the 
Scots lost fifty thousand men. 

<< Oh! that time had staid his flight, 
Ere that morning left the main ; 

Fatal as the Egyptian night, 
When the eldest born was slain/"^ 



The battle of BanmKAJmrix wjis fought oa the 26th 
of June, 1314. Edward the Second commanded the 
English; Rdbejrt Bruce, the SyQots. It was, the^ most 
decifli¥e viotor^i ever gained by Seattandk 

Momrn year great foreMherS) now ;^ 
Moura> the bravest of the hime^ 

For Iflberty their dkrks tlitf drew^ 
For F^peecleiii did their bonnett waf«k 
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In lofiy strains they sung of Flodden field. James 
was so folly convinced of the saperiority of his aitny, 
: that heileclijied* attacking the English while they were 
jitoing^ 'A bkrtow defile. His left wing defeated the 
."flfiii^yfll'tight; bat lAer that, instead of closing to their 
centre, tBey'Ult'ufe field to commence plundering. 
The remains of the English ri^t were again rallied 
and joined the centre, by which junction the Scots were 
out flanked. 



'<^ At een in the gloaming neaswankiesare roaming, 
Mang stacks with the lasses at bogle to play ; 

At £Bdrs nor at preachings, nea wooing nea fleeching ; 
Hie flowers of the forest are a wed away." 



fFhUe the sewen sisters, Seren cannon^ called the 
aeren risters. 



His last sad penance. James frequently subjected 
himself to severe penance, for having been accessary to 
the dedth of his father. He constantly wore an iron 
belt around his breast, to which he added^an ounce every 
year. He had carried arms against his &ther in the 
Rebellion, when James the Third was slain; on the 18th 
of June, 1488. James the Fourth fell at Flodden, on 
the 9th of September, 1513. The aftitiual return of 
that day was long rememb^edandmoorn^d in Scotland. 
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While fiinoy stitl induced the hope, 
That James would gam his home once more; 

Some saw him cross the Tweed's deep stream^ — 
Some saw him oo the ocean's shore. 



Some saw him pass down Tiyiotdale ; 

His noble charger sore was spent. 
So wearied on that fiital day, 

Conld scarcely gain the hill's ascent. 



*^ His vassals ranged the mountain's height. 
The covert dose, and wide spread i^n; 

But all in vain their eager search, 
They ne'er must see King James agafai. " 



Unheeded warned ti^em^ ifc. It was long a popolar 
opinion in Scotland, (though probably without any 
,&andation,) thatu spectre appeared in Edinburgh, and 
named the cUeft who would fiedl on Flodden fidd ; 



A juggling fiend, who never spoke before. 

But cries << / wam'd ihee ! " when the deed is o'er. 



** A storm shall roar this very hour. 
From Rosse's Hills io Solway sea. — 

Ye lied, ye lied, ye warlock hoar ! 
For tbesunsUnes sweet on ftuld and lea, " 
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<< The niestMi* 1^^ on BUiXtoQ HUt { 
By Floddmi'i high luid iMthtrj fli4e» 

And chiBfiui throng wi' noiUe piidt. '' 



<< A Scottish King ihaU come fiiU keen ; 

The ruddy lion bearetb he : 
A feathered arrow abarp^ I ween, 

Shall make hkn wink and warre to aee. 



fi 



<< When he is bloody, and all to bl^de, 
Thod to hb men he still shall say » — 

For God's sake, tarn ye back again. 
And give yon 8oatii$m folk a fray! '^ 



It was a great oversight in James not to attack Sarr^* 
when h^ orMsed ^ TQk A iltnSAir tte|^teM prob^y 
t>a«ksed the da^t oftl^ Hig&laiklaMtyat€tmodt^'; 
ihey shotdd Jbav^ dfeptrtediSi^ Dttkii'a jMs^age oy«r Vbs^ 
rapid river Spey^ whtfe^-^e army fbtmd difficult to paas 
without opposition. Some of the chiefs were for de« 
fending the ford,; bnt,their advice was over-^roled by the 
Marquis of TuUbardine, and SuUivan, an Irish officer, 
whose plan was to let the Duke advance to Culloden 
Moor, in hopes that the dykes and bogs would prevent 
his artillery from being brought up. 

•' 111 starred tho^ bfave, did fiO tyotlta foft^hoding. 
Tell you that Ihie had fomakim your catifla^ 
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Ah ! were ycm dissrtf n'd to die at Oalloclcn ? 
Victory orownM nbt yoar felt ^itii applaase. " 



Had thctti iNft Aden tii^ tartans wa¥>^, 
When eaeh bold Clan wlseel'd Into line ; 

And heard the Pibroch answering brave, • 
To many a section marking time. 



iToung Stoart, girt withmaily a speat, 
Drnmnond and Mnrray led the ran ; 

Lord Lewki -Gordon, from tJie rear, 
Birought up Glenbuc^ket's Highland Clan^ 



Wo jhwets mnbabm the air, 4*e. The lOUi of 
Jcne f«as James Stuarf s birth day. Those who ad- 
hered to Ae Anfly, wore a white Rose on that day. 



At Culloden, the front line of the Highlanders finding 
themselves exposed. to a fire of grape from the Duke's 
artillery, threw dow)i Ubeir firelocks, and rnshed upon 
the English with their broad swords ; the charge was so 
rapid, that they lost that compact formation, so essen- 
tial to the success of all military movements. 

Charles Stuart bad his horse diot under him, and his 
groom killed when mounting anotiier. After many un- 
availing efforts to retrieve the day, he was forced of the 
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field by Major Kennedy, togetiier with a number of 
officers, and some troops of horse : while a few Clans 
kept the Duke's army engaged for some time, to pre* 
vent an immediate pursuit. The Highland army had 
been under arms; marching land counter-marchings 
without sleep or much food, for forty-eight hours before 
the battle. 



Night closed around the conqueror's way. 
And lightnings show'd tiie distant hill ; 
Where those who lost that dreadfal day, 
Stood few and fidnti but fearless still. 

Moore. 



From the battle of CuUoden, (which was fought on 
the ]6tb of AprU, 1746,) to the 20ih of September, 
when Charles embarked on board the Bdlona, a French 
ship of war, he had to encounter great hardships; and 
many a narrow escape from his enemies. One day the 
party dined upon oatmeal and water : 



If e'er I mount a throne, " said he, 
V\l mind who dined this day with me. 



« No vassals wait with ready aid, 
« To watch their safety, deck their board ; 
<^ Their simple dress, the Elighland plaid, 
'« Their trusty guard, the Highland sword. 
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Though the sword of military execution was glutted 
with blood, other actors were to be introduced. The 
scaffold reddened with the slaughter of the victinH;. 
Banishments, attainders, and confiscations, followed in 
the rear of corporeal punishments; and the cup of 
calamity was filled up to the very brim. An innocent 
posterity were deprived of their inheritances, by that 
cruel relic of feudal tyranny, the law of forfeiture^ 
and they were made partakers in the sufferings, though 
they had never been partakers in the guilt, of their fore- 
&thers. 



Custom, that teaches how to treat dead foes, 
India to scalp, and Europe to expose ; 
The sternest strokes of justice to pursue, 
Fixt up deluded sufferers' heads to view. 
Some tender persons, the remains so fixt, 
Behold with horror and compassion mixt : 
A widow or an orphan, passing by. 
Paid them the honours of the weeping eye : 
The fidthfiil subject his allegiance kept. 
Humanity for routed Rebels wept. 



Balmerino. No man could meet death with greater 
fortitude than that unfortunate nobleman. When he 
was brought out of the Tower for execution, on pai- 
ring the gate, the Warder exclaimed *' Qod save Km^ 
George, " Balmerino replied^ " God save King Jam0s. 
Death be fear'd not to meet, 
And in the field it had heea sweet. 
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Hetbeught, though biqci aei mal^&Dtors died. 

They might persists where oooscleQce w$m the guide ; 

The marks of true smcerity^ not want, 

And UQOonviDoed, safely Qot recant. 

He did not see the unpardonable sin 

Of that opinioA, whieh he still was in : 

Not bdd from obstinate perterse despite, 

But just regard to what he thought was fight. 

All other faults right heartity ccnifest, 

He left that point to God> who knew him best. 

Great the regard to conscience, when sincere ; 

To this the noble penitent adhere. 

He firmly hoped, though in their Prince's name 

They differed, yet their SaTiour's was the same. 

The Priest, bdieving that a legid death 

Forbade not Messing fhim the living breath, 

Gave to the Stuart imtf tyr to partake 

Of his, vrho died for every simaer's sake. 



<' Thy death's hour heard thy kindred wail, 
The holy knell thy requiem rung ; 

Thy mourners were the plaided Gael, '^ 
Thy dirge the clamorous Pibroch sung, ' 



<« And we, behind thex^htefiain'iishii^ 
No more shall w6 in safety dwell : 

None leads^ the people to the fi^. 
And we the loud lament must swell. " 
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NOTES. 

Page 16th.-*The narrative of Lord Byron's new 
Poem, '^ The Island ; or» Christiaa and his Comrades," 
is founded on the mutiny of the crew of the Bounty, 
which oecured in the south sea. The unfortunate 
young officer who headed the mutineers, was Iletcher 
Christian, a native of Moorland Close, near Cocker- 
mouth. He was my class-fellow, (along with William 
Robinson of Eaglesfield,) at Cockermouth Free School, 
for seven years; and I can with truth say, a more ami- 
able youth I never met with : he was mild, generous, 
and sincere. I have seen a nai'rative of the causes 
which led to the mutiny ; and though harsh treatment 
may not justify revolt, yet, morally speaking, it lessens 
the offence. When Government are sending vessels to 
the south sea, it nl tdueh to be Wished they woukL 0end a 
fete implements in agfrienltnte, to the little Colony on 
Pitcaim's Island. 



Page 90. — One of the provisions of Mr. Scarlett's 
Bill is, that no relief was to be given to any man, on 
account of his uidbility to procure employment If 
^his be legislation and civilization, give us the trackless 
desert, the tangled forest, the barren mountains, for our 
residence ; wild beasts for fellow commoners. What 
society ! that foroes a man from his home, and compels 
him to crimson the land and the wave with his blood, 
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in defence of its complex interests ! that would drag^ 
him to the halberts or the scaffold as a traitor, if he de- 
serted that duty ; would drive him from the barren heath 
as an intruder, if be attempted to raise his own subsist- 
ence ; and yet would answer the poor applicant, in th^ 
language of Falstaff to Bardcdf, '« / will not give ihee 
a single penny^ — no not a penny. " 

Mr. Scarlett appears to be a disciple of Parson Mai. 
thus, and I hope the only one that Divine ever made- 
He grounds his Bill upon the plea, that there is an un- 
limited provision for the poor. The only punishment 
I could wish to see inflicted on Mr. Scarlett, would be 
to put him on that unlimited proviaon, for twelve 
months ; he would (hen find, that it is calculated upon 
how litde of the coarsest food human nature can exidt 
upon. 

My. present limits will not permit me to grapple with 
Parson Malthus. I should be glad to meet him on his 
own ground, the law of naiure; from which I should 
probably read him such a lecture, as he has not heard 
Ht the seminary where he was educated. I should Uke 
to know who was his Preoeptor. 
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